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My Loxp, 


UR Poet's rules, in caſy numbers, tell 
He felt the paſſion, he deſcribes- ſo well. 
In that ſoft art ſucceſsfully refin'd, 
Tho? angry Ce/ar frown'd, the fair were kind. 
More ills from love, than tyrant's malice flow ; 
F-ve's thunder ſtrikes leſs ſure than Cœiiαs bow, 


Ovid both felt the pain, and found the caſe : 
Phyſicians ſtudy moſt their own diſeaſe. 
The practice of that age in this we try, 
Ladies would liſten then, and lovers lie. 
Who flatter'd moſt the fair, were molt polite, 
Each thought her own admirer in the right : 
To be but faintly rude was criminal: 
But to be boldly fo, aton'd for all. 
Breeding was baniſh'd for the fair one's ſake; 
The ſex ne'er gives, but ſuffers ours ſhou'd take, 


Advice to you, my Lord, in vain we bring, 
The flow'rs ne'er fail to meet the blooming ſpring. 
| ? 


th A 


iv DEDICATION. 


Tho? you poſſeſs all nature's gift, take care; 


Love's queen has charms, but fatal is her ſnare, 


On all, that goddeſs her falſe ſmiles beſtows, 
As on the ſcas the reigns, from wheice ſhe roſe. n 
Young Zulu ling with fragrant breath, ſoft gales 1 ( : 
Guide her gay barge, and {well the filken ſails : | ö 


Each ſilver wave in beauteous order moves, 1 = 

Fair as her boſom, gentle as her doves ; * 

But he that once embarks, too ſurely finds 1 

A ſullen ſky, black ſtorms, and angry winds. * 

Carcs, fears, and anguith, hov'ring on the coaſt, 151 

And wrecks of wretches by their folly loſt. | ] en 

ES ; tho 

When coming time ſhall bleſs you with a bride, 0 

Let paſſion not perſuade, but reaſon guide: ; 

Inſtead of gold, let gentle truth endear : 3 

She has moſt charms, who is the moſt ſincere. Kari. 

Shun vain variety, 'tis but diſcaſe; 13 

Weak appetites are ever hard to Flgaſe. = 

The nywph muſt fear to be inquititive ; bis 

"Tis for the ſex's quiet to believe. uc 

Her air an e confidence mult ſhew, ; bot 

And ſhuu to find, what he wou'd dread to know N mi 

Stili charming with all arts that can engage, 12 

And be the JuLlAxa of the age. N | 
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The INTRODUCTION. 


0 VID's Art of Love, having lately appeared in 
#3 French with Gb/ervations written by the tranſ- 
lator, which have been very well received i e 
it has been thought proper to add fuclk e em as 
are molt curious to this been, and to make other 
new rem ks in ſome places, where the a5ng/t/h ironſe 
lators have given another 7; n: to the original. The 
introduio to theſe :5/ervations is entirely the French 
author's; ſo are moſt of the reflections. Tis hop'd 
thoſe that are not taken from nim, will not be found 
to be of leſs importance than choſe that are. 

A great many people are miſtaken in theſe books: 
and though they were made uſe of as a pretence to 
drive the author from the court of A, u//us, and 
confine him to Toms, on the frontiers of the Getz 
and :arma/e, yet they were not the true cauſe of 
his confinement. They are very far from being ſo 
licentious as the writings of ſeveral other poets, 
both eee and Lalin. However, we muſt own he 
might have been a little more diſcreet, eſpecially in 
ſome places. 

That which offended the Romans moſt in this 
work, cannot touch us. It has always been more 
dangerous in Hal) to converſe with women of ho- 
nour, and frequent their houſes, than 'tis with us: 
Thoagh there is more liberty, and what in that 
country may be an occalion of debauchery, would 
not at all be fo in ours. 

Notwithitanding all that has been ſaid againſt 
theſe books f the Art of Love, by ſome over-ſcru- 
pulous perſons, whoſe diſcretion has too much of 
affectation in it; they are not only neceſſary for 
the knowledge of the Latin tongue, and the Koman 
hiſtory, concerning which they contain ſeveral 


A 2 things 


vi The INTRODUCTION, 


things very particular; but for the noble ſenti- 
ments we find in them, which the moſt grave and 
learned writers have thought worthy to be quoted 
for authorities, 

In a word, there's nothing in them that comes 
near the licence of ſome epiyrams of Catullus Martial, 
and Auſo1:us, of ſome /atyrs of Horace and Juvenal, 
and ſeveral other pieces of ancient and modern au- 
thors which are read and commented upon; and a- 
bout which even celebrated uit and other religi- 
ous perſons, as eminent for their piety as their eru- 
dition, have employed their ſtudies, Yet who has 
condemn'd or complain'd of them? We muſt con- 
feſs,fuch things ſhould be manag'd with addreſs: and 
thoſe of them who have meddled with any of the 
authors ] have named, have ſhewn that it may be 
done ſo, by their ſucceeding ſo happily 1n it. 

As for this treatiſe of the Art of Love. for which 
the author has alſo preſcrib'd a remedy, as it is liable 
to be ill interpreted by thoſe whole pens poiſon eve- 
ry thing they touch; ſo it may bear a good con- 
ſtruction, by ſuch as know how to turn every thing 
to advantage. 

I will yet ſay, this Art may be apply'd to thoſe 
that intend to marry. There is nothing ſure againſt 
decency in all that. I agree, if you will have it ſo, 
that it extends ſo far as to direct one to the means 
to gain a miſtreſs. If this was not lawful heretofore 
in lla, on account of the jealous humour of the J- 
zalians, we cannot, for the fame reaſon only, ſay it 
ought to be forbidden in our country, any more 
than in ſeveral others, provided we could be ſure 
the ladies modeſty would not be oftended, before 
whom youth ſhould be always careful not to exceed 
the bounds of the reſpect that's due to them. 

Be it as it will, I have thought of endeavouring 
to apply all that is ſaid in thoſe books of wanton 
le ve, to the art of loving the /cierces, The emblern 15 
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The INTRODUCTION. vil 
all that Ovid has writtcn here upon the love of heau- 
ty by that of the ar. What do we rot ſometimes 
underſtand by the loves of a ſhepherd and ſhepherd- 
eſs? By a lover of incomparable beauty, and his fair 
one paſſionately in love? But, keeping to the fable, 
how often has the loves of Vite: and Juno been 
moraliz'd upon, as well as thoſe of Apc/ls and Daphne, 
Mars and Nanu, Alyrrho and Cynaras, and ſeveral 
others, the exan aples of which are almoſt infinite? 
et theſe things are ſeen ev very day, all the world 
bye” 2nd admire them. Yo? the outſide of them is 
a little ſtrong, and the ter 0 tenſe more ſuſpected, 
tha any of the precepts laid down in Ovid's Art of 
Lene are licentious.“ 

But, to ſoften this thonzht a little, let us figure 
to ourſelves, that the poct is not onlya gallaut of the 
court o Angn/tus, bit a philoſopher of the Ps 7: 
and 5 cent ; who propoſes to us, as to his diſcip!. 
excel ent rules to acquire the virtues and / 
preſented under the name of the mru/es, or ladies v7 
\ ariods beauty, viho ma be met with every where, 
eſpecially in great academies, in the ſchools, in courts, 
in walks, and in holy places ; figured by cirquesy 
theatres, galleries, portic I, and the nie of the Ro- 
man deities, where great alemblics were held. And. 
when we have choſen that which pleaſes us beſt, 
and is molt agrecable to our nature; let us endea- 
vour to gain its good graces, and enjoy it, that we 
may become more wiſe, : a wry more virtuous. Thus 
we may deceive our imagination; and 'twill be eaſy 
for us to make the reading of this treatiſe, not on- 
ly pleaſant, but profitable. We need not then have 
a y ſcruple upon us, becauſe there is nothing un- 
chaſte in the expreſſion, though ſuch things as are 
entirely gallant are not neglected; at leaſt no far- 
ther than modeſty and decency requir'd. I will, if 
I can, explain my thoughts in this matter, ac cording 
as occafion may offer. 
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vii Pe INTRODUCTION. 
Of the Art of Love. By this we ought to under- 


ſtand how we muſt love, or how we muſt preſerve 
the object of our love, when we have once acquir'd 7? 
it. Otherwiſe *twas uſeleſs to write an Art of lobe. 
For love is form'd in the heart without art, and all 
are without art ſuſceptible of that paſſion. It ge- 

nerally ſurprizes us, and we know not from whence 
it comes, though we feel it very ſenſibly. For this 
reaſon the poets ſo often endeavour to perſuade us 

that ve is a potent g9d, who wounds every thing 
with his darts; and that there is no creature able 
to reſiſt him. We therefore need no art to teach us 
to love, or even to h any thing reaſonably ; but | 
*tis of very great importance to each of us, that, ? 
when we are inſpir'd, the inſpiration ſhould: be for 
a proper object, and a good end, as I deſign to ſhew *? 
vou. 

Ovid. This poet wrote theſe books a few years 
before his exile, under colour of which the decree of 
the ſenate for his baniſhment was procur'd; though 
they certainly were not the cau/e of it; and indeed 
could not reaſonably be ſo, unleſs Ovid wrote them | 
in favour of Augu/ius's grand-daughter, whom he vi- 
ſited with a little too much familiarity, and did it 
to pleaſe her. For ſhe, no more than her mother, 
Agrippa's wife, was not ſo modeſt as perſons of qua- 


, PS 2 


lity and high condition ought to be, as well for their 1 


own glory, as for an example to others. 4 
The two firſt books of the Art of Love, contain 


the precepts which the author lays down for young 
men to follow in their courtſhip to the ladies, and 
the third teaches the ladies how they ought to make 3? 


themſelves be belov'd. The allegory is not unea- 2 
fly applied to the /czences and the virtues, repreſented Þ 
as lovely women, after my way of imagining it. 
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EH ART or LO: VM 
TANSLATED, SOME YEARS SINCE, 


By MR DRYDEN, 


0 &-F 


N Cupid*s ſchool, who &er wou'd take degree, 
Muſt learn his rudiments, by reading me. 
Seamen with ſailing arts their veſſels move; 
Art guides the chariot; a art inſtructs to love, 

Of ſhips and chariots, others know the rule ; 
But J am maſter in love's mighty ſchool. 
Cupid indeed is obſtinate and wild, 

A ſtubborn god 6; but yet the god's a child: 


Eaſy 


a Art is certainly requiſite, in every thing, to ſucceed well; 
and he who does not underſtand the art of writing, eſpecially 
of making verſes, ought never to meddle that way. Love 


is very ſeldom guided by reaſon. Ile ferus eſt, I conſeſs he ig 
crucl, or wild, | 


Co 


10 OVID's ART of Love. 


Eaſy to govern in his tender age, 

Like fierce Alles in his pupilage. 

That hero, born for conqueſt , trembling ftood 
Before the centaur, and receiv'd the rod. d 

As Chiron e mollify'd his cruel mind 
With art; and taught his warlike hands to wind 
The filver ſtrings of his. melodions lyre : 

So love's fair goddeſs does my ſoul inſpire 

To teach her ſofteſt arts; to ſooth the mind, 

Aud ſingoth the rugged breaſts of human kind. 


Tet Cupid and A. hillus, each with ſcorn 


And rige were filPd; and both were goddeſs-horn. f | 


The bull, reclaim'd and yok'd, the burden draws: g 
The horſe receives his bit within his jaws. 

And ſtubborn love ſhall bend beneath my ſway, 
Tho? ſtruggling oft he {ſtrives to diſobey. 


He ſhakes his torch, he wounds me with his darts; 


But vaia his force, and vainer are his arts. 
The more he burns my foul, or wounds my fight, 
The more he teaches to revenge the ſpight. 


I boaſt no aid the De/phian god affords, 
Nor auſpice from the flight of chattering birds; þ 
Nor Clio nor her ſiſters have I ſeen, 
As H-ſi:z4 faw them on the ſhady green: 
Experi- 


e Chiron, Ovid calls Phillyrides, that is the ſon of Philly- 
ra ; for Chiron was the fon of - Phillyra, daughter of Oceanus 
and Saturn; who made love to her in the ſhave of a horſe, 
according to Aratus. d This alluvtes to the killing Hedor. 
e Achilles ſubmitted to the difcipline of the centaur Chiron ; 
and when he had committed a fault, held out his hands to the 
Ferula, or rather rod for correction. F Cupi4 was the ſon of 
Fenus, and Achilles of Thetis. Both were children alike, and 
both hard to govern. For indeed the paſſions of love and 
glory, are not calily overcome by reaſon, which ought always 
to be miſtreſs. g This is, (iays he), to ſhew us that love may 
always be tamed by habit. + The poets, as is well known, 
always invoked this divinity ; but Ovid's manner is here par- 
vicular ; he addreſſes Venus to be propitious to him, the ſubject 


B& 


Book I. 


* 
YN 
RN 
he 
1 
* 
2» 
3 
I 
* 
7 
2 


x] 
45 
F 


*©_ 


© 
Ff 
qi 
1 
3 
F 
, 
; 


* 8 
. 5 $5. 
; "PR 


Book I. OVITD's ART of Love. 12 


Experience makes my work a truth ſo try'd, 
You may believe; and Y uhHẽi be my guide. i 


Far hence ye vaſtals be, who bind your hair; 
And wives, who gowns below your ankles, wear. 
I fing the brothels looſe and unconfin'd, 

Th' unpuniſhable pleaſures of the kind; 
Which all alike, for love, or money find. 


You, who in Cpid's rolls inſcribe your name, 
Firſt ſeek an object worthy of your flame; £ 
Then ſtrive with art, your lady's mind to gain: 
And laſt, provide your love may long remain. 
On theſe three precepts all my work ſhall move: 
Theſe are the rules and principles of love. 


Before your youth with marriage is oppreſt, 
Make choice of one who ſuits your humour beſt: 
And ſuch a damſel drops not from the ſky ; 

She mult be ſought for with a curious eye. 


The wary angler, in the winding brook, 
Knows what the fiſb, and where to bait his hook, 


The fowler and the huntſman know by name, 
The certain haunts, and harbour of their game, 
So mult the lover beat the likelieſt grounds; 
Th' aſſemblies where his quarry molt abounds. 
Nor thall my novice wander far aſtray : 
Theſe rules ſhall put him in the ready way; 
Thou 


relating to that goddeſs. From whence the ancients drew 
their auguries. To which the poet here alludes. As if he 
would have laid, I am nt Hd, who, as he kept his flocks 
in the vale of A/ra (that poct being a ihepherd) ſaw the nine 
muſes, who inſpired him to make verſes, "The vale of Afere 
was at the foot of mount Helicon, where Dius and Lycemede, 
H-/rod*s father and mother dwelt. i It has been before obſer- 
ved, that he invokes the goddeſs of love to aſſiſt his ſong. 
Ihe poet here gives his advice as to three things; to ſeek 
aſter an amiable object; to win it by reſpect and complacem 
cy; and not to lo% it after once gotten, 


T2 OVI D's ArT of Lov. Book I. 


Thou ſhalt not ſail around the continent, = Nor 
As far as Ius, or as Paris, went, / On 5 
For Rome alone aftords thee ſuch a (tore, Nor 
As all the world can hardly ſhew thee more. Mak 
The face of heay'n with fewer ſtars is crown'd, And 
Than beauties in the Roman ſphere are found. = Ever 
Neat 

Whether thy love is bent on blooming youth, Fron 
On dawning ſweetneſs, in unartſul truth; = The 
Or courts the juicy joys of riper growth ; The 
Here may'ſt thou find thy full defires in both. '$ The: 
Or if autumnal beauties pleaſe thy ſight; = Aid 
(An age that knows to give, and take delight;) = ”-- 
Millious of matrons of the graver ſort, = Toi 
In common prudence, will not balk the ſport. 4 Gra 


In ſummer heats thou need*!t but only go 
To Pompey*s cool and ſhady Portico ; 
Or Concor'''s fane , or that proud edifice, 
Whoſe turrets near the bawdy ſuburb riſe: 
Or to that other #--tico, where ſtands 
The cruel father urging his commands, 
And fifty daughters * wait the time of reſt, 
To plunge their piognards in the bridegroom's breaſt. 
Or Vena temple; o where, on annual nights, 
They mourn Adonis with Aſſyrian rites, 


Nor 


I Alluſion to Paris, who ſailed from Troy to Greece to look 
for a wife, where he ſtole the famous Helen, ſo much talked 
of, and carried her off. »» Generally interpreted, and is ſup- 
poſed to mean the temple of concord, built by Livia, Germa- 
micuy's mother. „ The Danaides, ſo called from their father 
Danaus, king of Argos; and ſometunes Belides, from ihe 
name of their grandfather Belus, who had two ſons, Agyptus 
and Danaus. o It was the cuſtom among the Romans, to meet 
in the temple of Venus to mourn Adonis; of which the Pro- 
phet Ezckiel ſpeaks, Ezck. viii. 14. Ovid means the temple 
of Venus, where that goddeſs was worſhipped at Rome with 
Adonis, according to the manner of the AHriaus. 


Book I. OVITD's ART of Lovx. 13 


Nor ſhun the Jetbiſb walk, p where the foul drove, 
On Sabbaths, reſt from every thing but love, 
Nor Je temple; 9 for that ſacred whore, 
Makes others, what to 7-ve the was before. r 
And if the hall itſelf be not bely'd, 

Even there the cauſe of love is often try'd. 
Near it at leaſt, or in the palace yard ; 

From wheace the noiſy combatants are heard, 
The crafty counſellors, in formal gown, 

There gain another's cauſe, but loſe their own. 
Their eloquence is nouplus'd in the ſuit ; 

And lawyers, who had words at will, are mute, 
Ve, from her adjoining temple, ſmiles, 

To ſee them cauglit in their litigious wiles. 
Grave ſenators lead home the youthful dame; 
Keturuing clients, when they patrons came. 
But above all, the play-houſe is the place; 
There's choice of quarry in that narrow chace. 
There take thy ſtand, and ſharply looking out, 
Soon may'ſt thou fiud a miſtreſs in the rout; 
For length of time, or for a ſingle bout. 

The theatres are berries for the fair; 


Like ants on mole-hills, thither they repair : 


Like bees to hives, ſo num'rouſly they throng, 
It may be ſaid, they to that place belong. 


Thither 


þ There were a great number of the Jeu, at Rome, in Au- 
guſtus's reign, who were allowed full liberty to exerciſe their 
ceremonies, according to the law of Mog/cs. And the Roman 
ladies went often to ſee them out of curioſity, which gave oc- 
caſion for aſſig nations at their Spnagogres. A This relates to 
certain ceremonies in the temple of Ts, after the manner of 
the AZeyptians, He calls this temple the Coco of Nile, The 
feaſt of Js was celebrated every year by the wonnen ten days 
together, and not without allowing themſelves great liberties 
on thoſe occaſions. r Many women were dcbauched by I/s's 


means, as ſhe was by Jupiter under the name of Iz, whole fa- 
ble all the world haye heard of, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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T4 OVIT1D's ART of Love. Book I, | 


Thither they ſwarm, who have the public voice: 
There chuſe, if plenty not diſtracts thy choice, b 
To ſee, and to be teen, in heaps they run; 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone, 


From Rommnlus the riſe of plays began, 


To his new ſubjets a commodious man; 2 


Who, his unmarried ſoldiers to ſupply, 

Took care the common-wealth ſhould multiply: 
Providing Sabine women for his braves: 

Like a true king, to get a race of ſlaves. 

His play-houſe, not of Varian marble made, 
Nor was it ſpread with purple ſails for ſhade. ; 
The ſtage with ruſhes, or with leaves they ſtrewd: / 
No ſcenes in proſpect, no machining god. 


On rows of homely turf they ſat to ſee, 4 


Crown'd with the wreaths of every common tree, 
There, while they fit in ruſtic majeſty, 

Each lover had his miſtreſs in his eye; 

And whom he ſaw moſt ſuiting to his mind, 

For joys of matrimonial rape deſign'd. 

Scarce cou'd they wait the Fl/audi/ in their haſte; 
But ere the dances and the ſongs were paſt, 

The monarch gave the ſignal from his throne : 
And riſing, bad his merry men fall on. 

The martial crew, like ſoldiers ready preſt, 

Juſt at the word (the word too was the belt) 
With joyful cries each other animate ; 

Some chuſe, and ſome at hazard ſeize their mate. 
As doves from eagles, or from wolves the lambs, 
So from their lawleſs lovers fly the dames. | 
Their fear was one, but not one face of fear ; 11] 
Some rend the lovely treſſes of their hair: 8 | 


Some ſhriek, & ſome are ſtruck with dumb — ; 
er | 


Ihe ideas of the Roman theatres in their infancy, may put 1 


us in mind of our own, which we read of in old poets in Black- 
froers, the Bull and mouth, and Barbican, not much better 
than the ſtrollers at a country fair. i 
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Her abſent mother, one invokes in vain ; 

One ſtands amaz'd, not daring to complain; 

The nimbler truſt their feet, the ſlow remain. 

But nought 2 all are captives led, 
Trembling and bluſhing, to the genial bed. 

She who too long reſiſted, or deny'd, 0 


The luſty lover made by force a bride; 

And with ſuperior ſtrength, compell'd her to hisſide 
Then ſooth'd her thus !—My ſoul's far better part, 
= Ceaſe weeping, nor afflict thy tender heart: 
For what thy father to thy mother was, 

That faith to thee, that ſolemn vow 1 paſs ? 


CC Thus Romulus became ſo popular ; 
d: / This was the way to thrive in peace and war. 
Jo pay his army, and freſh whores to bring: 
. Who would not fight for ſuch a gracious king! 
1 

: Thus love in theatres did firſt improve ; 
And theatres are ſtill the ſcene of love. 

Nor ſhun the chariots, and the courſer's race; 

The r Circus is no inconvenient place, 

No need 1s there of talking on the hand : 

Nor nods, nor ſigns, which lovers underſtand. «© 
X But boldly next the fair your ſeat provide; 
2 Cloſe as you can to hers; and fide by ſide. 
Pleas'd or unpleas'd no matter, crowding it ; 
For ſo the laws of public ſhews permit, 
Then find occaſion to begin diſcourſe ; 

Z Enquire whoſe chariot this, and whoſe that horſe ; 

DS, | ; + B To 


* 2 Theſe races were in the Cirque, or in the Hippodromes, or 
the field of Mars, and were commonly run in the month of 
April, in the grand Cirque, between the Aventine and Palan- 
1 tine hills. Ihe word Circus, or Crrques, eomes from the hor- 
ies running round the courſe or Metes. u *Tis plain by this 
© the ancient Romans uſed to make love by ſigns on their fingers 

like the modern Spaniards and Portugueſe, b 


Blacks 
better 
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N 


To whatſoever fide ſhe is inclin'd, 60. 
Suit all your inclinations to her mind: For! 
Like what ſhe likes, from thence your court begin; Fron 
And whom ſhe favours wiſh that he may win. And 
But when the ſtatutes of the deities, In th 
In chariots roll'd, appear'd before the prize ; : * Wha 
When Venus comes, with deep devotion riſe. Once 
If duſt be on her lap, or grains of ſand, And 
Bruſh both away with your officious hand. #Rejoi 
If none be there, yet bruſh that nothing thence ; Your 
And {till to touch her lap make ſome pretence. And 
Touch any thing of hers; and if her train A yo 
Sweep on the ground, let it not ſweep in vain; And 
But gently take it up, and wipe it clean: Doub 
And, while you wipe it, with obſerving eyes, In ch 
Who knows but you may ſee her naked thighs! Celeſt 
Obſerve who fits behind ; and beware, Preve 


Leſt his incroaching knee ſhou'd preſs the fair. Thus 
Light ſervice takes light minds: for ſome can tel! And i 
Of favours won, by laying cuſhions well. Buch 
By fanning faces ſome their fortune meet; And e 
And ſome by laying footſtools for their feet. 1 
Theſe overtures of love the Circus gives: 

Nor at the ſword-play leſs the lover thrives : 
For there the ſon of Venus fights his prize; x 
And deepeſt wounds are oft receiv'd from eyes. 
One, while the crowd their acclamations make, 
Or while he bets, and puts his ring to ſtake, 
Is ſtruck from far, and feels the flying dart ; 
And of the ſpeQtacle is made a part. 


Czelar 


x Amphitheatres, where the gladiators fought : Of which Purpoſe 
Juvenal ſpeaks cſpecially in the 6th Satyr: He calls it Triftis And, w! 


Arena, on account of the murders tnat were committed there; This all 
and the Romans, with all their politeneſs, muſt have a great "Were'wc 
mixture of cruelty in their tempers, ur they would not have ind pict 
taken pleaſure in ſeeing men cut one another”s throats, and ꝗuered! 


look on with ſo much indifference, that they could make love Wptains 
in thoſe yery places. Y 
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Cæſar would repreſent a naval fight, y 
For his own honour, and for Rome's delight. 
zin; From either ſea the youths and maidens come; 
And all the world was then contain'd in Re! 
In this vaſt concourſe, in this choice of game; 
: What Roman heart but felt a foreign flame? 
Once more our prince prepares to make us glad; 
And the remainiag eaſt to Rome will add. 


7 HA. . . * 
Rejoice ye Roman ſoldiers in your urn, 
; Z Your enſigus from the 2a jꝭ,,p ſhall return, 
And the {lain C thall no longer mourn. 2 


And bears his father's thunder in his hand: 
Doubt not th' imperial boy in wars unſeen, 
In childhood all of Cz/ar's race are men. 
31 Celeſtial ſeeds ſhoot out before their day, 
Prevent their years, and brook no dull delay. 
1 Thus infant Hercules the ſnakes did preſs; 
tell And in his craddle did his ſire confeſs. 
Bacchus, a boy, yet like a hero fought; 
And early ſpoils from conquer'd 4%dia brought. 
Thus you your father's troops ſhall lead to fight ; - 
| — thus ſhall vanquiſh in your father's right. 
Theſe rudiments you to your lineage owe; 
N orn to increaſe your title as you grow. 
Brethren you had, revenge your brethren ſlain; 
Lou have a father, and his rights maintain. 
Arm'd by your country's parent and your own, 
Redecm your country and reſtore his throne. 
| B 2 Your 


? A youth is ſent thoſe trophies to demand; 


© 


Calar © 


The naval combats were repreſented in a place dug on - 
which © Purpoſe on the banks of the Tiber; *twas called Naumachia ; 


Triftis ànd, when occafion requir'd, the river water was let into it. 
there; This alludes to the triumphs of the Roman conquerors z They 
a great Pere wonderfully magnificent, accompanied with rich ſpoils, 
ot have Wd pictures of rivers, mountains, cities, and provinces con- 


is, and 1 uered by them; not to ſpeak of the captive kings and great 
ce love Pptains that followed the victor's car in chains. 
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Your enemies aſſert an impious cauſe; 2389 In 
You fight both for divine and human laws. More 
Already in their cauſe they are o'ercome ; The 
Subject them too, by force of arms, to Rome. And 
Great father Mars with greater Cz/ar join; Z Deſi: 


To give a proſp'rous Omen to your line; Z Briik 


One of you 1s, and one ſhall be divine. Ther 
I prophecy you ſhall, you ſhall o'ercome ; But, 
My verſe ſhall bring you back in triumph home. le U 
Speak in my verſe, exhort to loud alarms ; © Fix 
O were my numbers equal to your arms, 2 Win: 
Then would I ſing the Parthians overthrow ; Care 
Their ſhot averſe ſent from a flying bow. xal 
The Parthians, who already flying fight, £ Cive 
Already give an Omen of their flight ; Bold 


O when will come the day, by heav'n deſign'd, 
When thou, the beſt and faireft of mankind, 
Drawn by white horſes ſhalt in triumph ride, 7 
With conquer'd ſlaves attending on thy ſide, But 
Slaves, that no longer can be ſafe in flight; 5 Wine 


An! 


O glorious object, O ſurpriſing ſight, | 

O day of public joy ; too good to end in night! f 
On ſuch a day, if thou, and next to thee, By d: 
Some beauty fit, the ſpectacle to ſee; And 
If ſhe enquire the names of conquer'd kings, 4 
Of mountains, rivers, and their hidden ſprings, 
Anſwer to all thou knoweſt ; and, if need be, The 
Of things unknown ſeem to ſpeak knowingly: In fac 


This is Euph» ates, crown'd with reeds ; and there 
Flows the ſwift 77gris with his ſea-green hair. - . 
Invent new names of things unknown before; 9 1 is! 
Call this Armenia, that the Caſpian ſhore: 1 The. 
Call this a Mede, and that a Paril ian youth; 9 Andi 
Talk probably ; no matter for the truth. | 
Lo 141 
obſtina 
. | , „ thought 
z A river that runs through Armenic, and ſalls into . SE 


Euphrates with a very rapid current. 


5 = PecAy 7 
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In feaſts, as at our ſhows, new means abound: 
More pleaſure there than that of wine is found. 
The Fapbian goddeſs there her ambulh lays ; 
And love betwixt the horns of Bacchus play 5 
Deſires increaſe at every ſwelling draught ; 

1 Briik vapours add new vigour to the thought. 
There Cr/:4's purple wings no flight afford; 
© But, wet with wine, he flutters on the board. 
me. He ſhakes his pinions, but he cannot move; 
1 Fix'd he remains, and turns a maudlin love. 
Wine warms the blood, and makes the ſpirits flow. 
(Care flics, and wriak les from the forehead go: 
| I-ralts the poor, invigorates the weak; 
© Gives mirth and laughter, and a roſy cheek. 
Bold truths it ſpeaks ; ; and ſpoken, dares maintain; 
1 An! brings our old ſiraplicity again. 
Love ſparkles i in the cup, and ſilis it higher: 
| i Wine feeds the James, and ſuel adds to fire. 
But chuſe no miſtreſs in thy drunken fit; 4 
Wine gilds too much their beauties and their wit. 
j Nor truſt thy judgment when the tapers dance; 
it! But ſober, and by day, thy ſuit advance, 
By day-light Parks judg'd the beauteous three; 
And ſor the faireſt did the prize decree, 
Night is a cheat, and all deformities 
Are hid, or leſſen'd in her dark diſguiſe. 
The ſua's fair light each error will confeſs, . 
In face, in ſhape, in jewels, and in dreſs. 


0k I. 


Why name | ey'ry place where youth abound? 


e; q Tis loſs of time; and a too fruitful ground, 
1 The Pajan baths 5 where ſhips at anchor ride, 
. And wholeſome ſtreams trom ſulphur fountains glide; + 
' B 3 Where 
In # 


a2 The poets gave horns to this god, to ſhew his malice and. 

XX ebllinacy, very well repreſented by horns. This. is Fe/tus's 

„, thought: And the ancients us'd to ſay ſo of ſuch as were 
into d. drunk. Tho ni iglit is an ill time to chule a miſtreſs in. þ Se. 

$ | recay among others, obſerves, that *"twas nct only a place or 

Y Pleaſure, but of . The delicicus baths that were. .. 
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Where wounded youths are by experience taught, 


The waters are leſs healthful than they thought. An 
Or Dian's fane, which near the ſuburb lies; = 37Bik 
Where prieſts for their promotion, fight a prize c An 
That maiden goddeſs is love's mortal foe, He. 
And much from her his ſubjects undergo. An 
Thus far the ſportful muſe, with myrtle bound, * 
Has ſung where lovely laſſes may be found. $ 
Now let me ſing, how ſhe who wounds your mind. 1 
With art may be to cure your wounds inclin'd. 8 Wt 
Young nobles to my laws attention lend : Al 
And all you vulgar of my ſchool, attend. Bet 
Firſt then, believe all women may be won; — 
Attempt with confidence, the work is done. 1 
The graſhopper, ſhall firſt forbear to fing . Af 
In ſummer ſeaſon, or the birds in ſpring; Ane 
Than women can reſiſt your flatt'ring ſkill : WY 
Ev'n ſhe will yield, who ſwears ſhe never will. No! 
To ſecret pleaſure both the ſexes move ; == She 
But women moſt, who moſt diſſemble love. $ She 
*Twere beſt for us, if they wou'd firſt declare, | Wa 
Avow their paſſion, and ſubmit to prayer, An 
The cow, by lowing tells the bull her flame: 
The neighing mare invites the ſtallion to the game. Ce: 
Man The 
4 
there, tempted dehauchees to frequent them. c The ſovereign 2 | 
prieſt of Diana, Aricina, called himſelf king, and often got the | 
that dignity by gaining the better of his oponent in fingle b the i 
combat. Ibe wife of this king-prieſt. call'd herſelf Saucen cord 
Sacrifices. He propoſes here the means to obtain the good 4 wife 
graces of thaſe we think worthy to be courted : And we muſt 2 bull ; 
do the ſame to acquire fine learning, as lovers do to ſatisfy here 
their paſſions ; there is no need of more care, and the pleaſure 8 in w. 
is much greater. The celeſtial Venus is more charming than this i 
the terreſtrial, and divine love ſoon extinguiſhes carnal, which who 


burns with an obſcure fire; whereas the divine enlightens adne 
thoſe that it warms with holy deſires ; it Kkaves no ſting be- lars ; 
bind it, and never has an end. þ + i 
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Man is more temperate in his luſt than they ; 
And more than women can his paſſion ſway. 
Biblis, we know did firſt her love declare; d 
And had recourſe to death in her deſpair. 

Her brother ſhe ; her father yrrha ſought ; 
And lov'd; but lov'd not as a daughter ought, 
Now from a tree ſhe 'ſtills her od'rous tears; 
Which yet the name of her who thed *em bears. 


21 


In 1da's ſhaddy vale a bull appear'd ; e 
White as the ſnow, the faireit of the herd ; 
A beauty ſpot of black there only roſe, \ 
Betwixt his equal horns and ample brows : | 
The love and wiſh of all the Cretan cows. 
The queen beheld him as his head he rear'd ; 
And envy'd every leap he gave the herd. 
A ſecret fire ſhe nouriſh'd in her breaſt; 
And hated ev'ry heifer he careſs'd. 
A ſtory known, and known for true I tell; 
Nor Crete, though lying, can the truth conceal. / 
She cut him graſs; (ſo much can love command} 
She ſtrok'd, ſhe fed him with her royal hand: 
Was pleas'd in paſtures with the herd to roam; 
And nos by the bull was overcome. 


Ceaſe queen, with gems, t'adorn thybeauteous brows; 


The monarch of thy heart no jewel knows. 


x 


Nor 


d She fell in love with Caunus her brother ; both of them 
the children of Meander. e Not the Ida in Phrygia, but in 
the iſle of Crete, and the higheſt mountain in that iſland, ac- 
cording to the Strabo. Phafphae, daughter of the ſun, and 
wife to Minos, king of Crete, is fabled to be enamour'd of a 
dull; and Dedalus, the famous mechanic, aſſiſted her to enjoy 
her deteſtable deſires, by making a machine like a cow: with- 
in which, Ovid tells us, ſhe was careſſed by her gallant. From 
this intrigue the Minotaure was born, half man and half bull, 


= who was inclos'd in a labyrinth, and by the aſſiſtance of Ari- 


dig þ X eadne killed by Theſeus. F The Cretans were always reckoned 
28 be- 


lars; and St Paul, in his epiſtle to Titus, quotes a verſe os 
Himenides on the ſame ſubject. 
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Nor in the glaſs compoſe thy looks and eyes; 
Secure from all thy charms thy lover hes : 
Yet truſt thy mirror, when it tells thee true; 
Thou art no heifer to allure his view 

Soon wou'dit thou quit thy royal diadem 

To thy fair rivals; to be horn'd like them 

If 4:ncs pleaſe, no lover ſeek to find; 

IF not, at leaſt feck one of human kind. 


The wretched queen the Cretan court forſakes; 
In woods and wilds her habitation makes; 
She curſes every beauteous cow the ſees; 

An why does thou my lord and maſter pleaſe ! 
And think'ſt, ungrateful creature as thou art, 
With friſking aukwardly to gain his heart, 
She ſaid; and itraight commands with frownin zlock,. 
To put her, undeſerving to the yoke. 

Or teigas ſome holy rites of ſacruice, 

And ices her rival's death with joyful eyes. 
Then, when the bloody prieſt has done his part ;. 
Pleas? d, in her hand ſhe holds the beating heart: 
Nor n a ſcornful taunt can ſcarce refr. ain; 
Go, fool, and ſtrive to pleaſe my love again. 


Now ſhe wou'd be Eura Io now, 2 
(One bore a ball; and one was made a cow.) 
Yet the at laſt her brutal bliſs obtain'd : 

And in a wooden cow the bull ſuſtain'd: 
Fill'd with his ſeed accompliſh'd her deſire; 
Till, by his form, the ſon betray'd the fire. 


If Atreus's wife to inceſt had not run, 5 
(But ah, how hard it 1s to love but one!) 
His 


g This known fable is told us thus. Fupiter falling in love 17 
with Europa, daughter of Agenor, king of Phenicia, and ta- 
king the ſhape of a bull, ravithed her in the Diflean cave, and 
begot Minos and Rad. antun. b Atrew's wife s name was 
Aropa ; ſhe ſuffered herſelf to be debauched by her brotheke. 
in-law Thye/tes, | 
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His courſes Phebus had not driv'n away, 

To ſhun that ſight, and interrupt the day, 

Thy daughter Ni/vs, pull'd thy purple hair; 2 
And barking ſea-dogs yet her bowels tear. 

At ſea and land Atrides ſav'd his life; 

Yet fell a prey to his adult'rous wife. 

Who knows not what revenge Medea ſought, t 
When the ſlain offspring bore the father's fault; 
Thus Phanix did a woman's love bewail: “ 
And thus Hippolytus by Phedra fell. in 

Theſe crimes revengeful matrons did commut z 
Hotter their luſt and ſharper is their wit. 
Doubt not from them an eaſy victory, 

Scarce of a thouſand dames will one deny. 

All women are content that men ſhou'd woo : 
She who complains, and the who will not do. 
Reſt then ſecure, whate'er thy luck may prove, 
Not to be hated for declaring love. 

And yet how canſt thou miſs, ſince woman-kind 
Is frail and vain ; and ſtill to change inclin'd ? 
Old huſbands, and ſtale gallants they deſpiſe ; 
And more another's than their own they prize. 
A larger crop adorns our neighbour's field, 


More milk his Kine from ſwelling udders yield. 


Firſt gain the maid : » By her thou ſhalt be ſure 
A free acceſs and eaſy to procure : 
Who 


* 


i Her name is Scylla, and ſhe betrayed her father, in favour 
of her gallant Minos. Cl;temneftra and the adultcrer gifts 
heus murdered Agamemnon. & For Jaſau's leaving her and 
marrying  Creuſa, daughter of Crean. I Phenix the fon of 
Amputer, enjoyed a woman whom his father lov'd. His ſa- 
ther was ſo enraged at him, that he imprecatcd all the miſe- 
ries he could think of to light upon his fon. m Hippolytus, 
the fon of Thecus, was pulled in pieces by horſes. n This 
precept is one of the moſt important in this treatiſe : For if 
you wou'd at any time gain the fayours of the maſter, yon 
muſt get the love of his meg 
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Who knows, what to her office does belong, 

Is in the ſecret and can hold her tongue. 

Bribe her with gifts, with promiſes and pray'rs; 
For her good word goes far in love affairs, 

The time and fit occaſion leave to her, 

When ſhe molt aptly can thy ſuit prefer. 

The time for maids to fire their lady's blood, 

Is when they find her in a merry mood, 

When all things at her wiſh and pleaſure move; 
Her heart is open then, and ce to love. 

Then mirth and wantonneſs to luſt betray, 

And ſmooth the paſlage to the lover's way. 

Troy ſtood the ſiege when fill'd with anxious care: 
One merry fit concluded all the war. 


If ſome fair rival vex her jealous mind, 
Offer thy ſervice to revenge in kind. 
Inſtruct the damſel, while ſhe combs her hair, 
To raiſe the cholar of that injur'd fair; 
And ſighing, make her miſtreſs underſtand, 
She has the means of vengeance in her hand. 
Then, naming thee, thy humble ſuit prefer: 
And ſwear thou languiſheſt and dy'ſt for her. 
Then let her loſe no time, but puſh at all; 
For women ſoon are rais'd and ſoon they fall, 
Give their firſt fury leiſure to relent, 
They melt like ice and ſuddenly repent. 


L enjoy the maid, will that thy ſuit advance? 
Tis a hard queſtion, and a doubtful chance. 
One maid corrupted, bawds the better for't ; 
Another for herſelf wou'd keep the ſport. 
Thy bus*neſs may be further'd or delay'd, 
But by my counſel, let alone the maid. 

E'en tho? ſhe ſhould conſent to do the feat ; 
'The profit's little, and the danger's great. 

I will not lead thee thro' a rugged road; 

But where the way lies open, ſafe, and broad : 


Yet 8 


I. 
Vet if thou find'ſt her very much thy friend; 


And her good ſace her diligence commend. 
Let the fair miſtreſs have thy firſt embrace, 


i 
Vo 


re: 


ce? 


[ 


; Yet 
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And let the maid come after in her place. 


——_—_— 


*® But this I will adviſe, and mark my words, 

For *tis the beſt advice my 1k1ll affords. 

If needs thou with the damſel wilt begin; 

Before the attempt is made make ſure to win, 

For then the ſecret better will be kept; 

And ſhe can tell no tales when once ſhe's dipt. 

Z” Tis for the fowler's intereſt to beware, 

Ihe bird intangled ſhould not *ſcape the ſnare, 

The fiſh once prick'd avoids the bearded hook; 

And ſpoils the ſport of all the neighb'ring brook, 
But if the wench be thine, ſhe makes thy way; 5 


And for thy ſake, her miſtreſs will betray; 


Tell all ſhe knows, and all ſhe hears her ſay. 
Keep all the council of thy faithful ſpy : 
Bo ſhalt thou learn whene'er the treads awry. 


All things the ſtations of their ſeaſons keep: # 
And certain times there are to ſow and reap. 
ZPloughmen and ſailors for the ſeaſon ſtay, 

ZDne to plough land, and one to plough the ſea, 5 
Fo ſhou'd the lover wait ti:e lucky day. 

Then ſtop thy ſuit; it hurts not thy deſign; 

But think another hour ſhe may be thine. 

| * when ſhe celebrates her birth at home, 

Or when ſhe views the public ihows of Rome: 5 
now all thy viſits then are troubleſome. 

Defer thy work and put not then to ſea, 9 

F or that's a boding, und a ſtormy day. 


— 
1 


4 1 


3 Tis not eaſy to find out this propitious hour, eſpecially 
4 the aſſaire of love, and, to ſay truth, all depends on fortune, 
d certain conjectures that caunct be foreſeen, Yet 'tis re- 
iſtte a man ſhould do his utmoſt to find out the lucky mi- 


1 


e. The original tells us what particular times and ſcaſons 
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Bc 
Elſe take thy time, and when thou canſt begin; 
To break a 7ewwi/h Sabbath, think no fin : * Ha 
Nor ev'n on ſuperſtitious days abſtain, 9 1 All 
Not when the Roman, were at Allia ſlain. 11 
Ill omens in her frowns are underſtood: An 
When ſhe's in humour, ev'ry day is good. ft 
But than her birth-day ſeldom comes a worſe; Ex. 
When bribes and preſents muſt be ſent of courſe; . 
And that's a bloody day, that coſts thy purſe. Nos 
Be ſtanch; yet parſimony will be vain: X Wi 
The craving ſex will {till the lover drain. For 
No {kill can ſhift them of, no art remove; f Vai 
They will be begging when they know we love. Lis 
The merchant comes upon th' appointed day, = Wh 


Who ſhall before thy face his wares diſplay. 
'To chuſe for her ſhe craves thy kind advice: 
'Then begs again to bargain for the price : 
But when ſhe has her purchaſe in her eye, 
She hugs thee cloſe, and kiſles thee to buy. 
"Tis what I want, and 'tis a penn'orth too: 
In many years I will not trouble you. 

If you complain you have no ready coin ; 
No matter, 'tis but writing of a line: 

A little bill not to be paid ar fight ; 


«f _ 


(Now curſe the time when thou wert taught to write.) ¶ Let! 
She keeps her birth- day; you muſt ſend the chear; C 
And ſhe'll be born a hundred times a- year. MF Writ 
With daily lies ſhe dribs thee into coſt ; Sue 
That ear- ring dropt a ſtone, that ring is loſt, (And 
They often borrow what they never pay; Lear 
Whate'er you lend her, think it thrown away. It wi 
| Had 
* 


the lover ſhou'd avoid, as the calends of March, which the $ af ſve 

Roman women highly reverenced; at which time gallants ne, of pap 

ver fail'd to ſend their miſtreſſes preſents. 9 The conſtella tig u 

tion of the goat, which another conſtellation called Aurigo: = 2, yr 

0 . * . . . 4 V1 

carries on its ſhoulders ; it riſes in the month of October. cients 
by 
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, lad I ten mouths and tongues to tell each art, 
All wou'd be weary'd e'er I told a part. 


By letters, not by words, thy love begin“; 
And ford the dang'rous paſſage with thy pen. 
lf to her heart thou aim'ſt to find the way, 
Extremely flatter, and extremely pray. 

= Prim by pray'rs did Hels 's body gain; 
Nor is an angry god invok'd in vain. 
With pronus'd gifts her eaty mind bewitch ; 
For ev'n the poor in promiſe may be rich. 
Vain hopes a while her appetite will ſtay, 
ve, Lis a deceitful, but commodious way. 


* 
„ 


But the lean harveſt cheats the ſtarving lord. 
Buy not thy firſt enjoyment ; leſt it prove 

KG: Of bad example to thy future love: 

# But get it rats; and ſhe'll give thee more, 
For fear of loſing what ſhe gave before. 
The loſing gameſter ſhakes the box in vain, 


And bleeds, and loſes on, in hopes to gain. 

Write then, and in thy letter, as I ſaid, 
write.) Let her with mighty promiſes be fed. 
chear; Cp by a letter was betray'd, 

2X Writ on an apple to th' unwary maid, 


* 


+ C Sweet 


; 9 She read herſelf into a marriage vow; 
. (And ev'ry cheat in love the gods allow :) 
| | Learn eloquence, ye noble youth of /egme, 
* \ It will not only at the bar o'ercome : 
ad 


The ancients uſed to write on a ſort of lxaves or plants 
chich the 


of ſeveral kinds, plaſter'd over with wax, before che invention 
Wants ne of paper was found out, at leaft of ſuch paper as curs; ſor 


% 
conſtella ?tis well known they had the leaves of a certain plant call'd 
d Auriga FF Papyrus, which were brought from fEgypt. lis true the an- 
ober. ; S 


cients had other ways of writing, as on ſkins called Charte, 


and that comes ncarer our paper; but our paper is of another 
ſpecies. 
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Sweet words, the people and the ſenate move; 
But the chief end of eloquence 1s love. 

But in thy letter hide thy moving arts“; 

Affect not to be thought a man of parts. 

None but vain fools to ſimple women preach : 

A learncd letter oft has made a breach. 

In a familiar ſtyle your thoughts convey ; 

And write ſuch things as preſent you wou'd ſay. 
Such words as from the heart may ſeem to move : 
»Tis wit enough, to make her think you love. 

Tf ſeal'd the ſends it back, and will not read; 
Yet hope, ia time, the buſineſs may ſucceed, 
In time the ſteer will to the yoke ſubmit ; 
In time the reſiſtive horſe will bear the bit. 

Lyn the hard plough-ſhare, uſe will wear away, 
And {ſtubborn ſtcel in length of time decay, 
Water is ſoft and marble hard; and yet 
We ſee, ſoft water thro? hard znarble eat. 

Tho? late, yet Z cy at length in flames expir'd; 
And ten years more, /'e//-pe had tir'd. 
Perhaps, thy lines unanſwer'd the retain'd ; 

No matter, there's a point already gain'd : 

For ſhe who reads, in time will anſwer too ; 
Things mult be left, by juſt degrees to grow. 
Perhaps ihe writes, but anſwers with diſdain : 
And ſharply bids you not to write again: 

What ſhe requires, the fears you ſhou'd accord; 
The jilt wou'd not be taken at her word. 
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Mean-time, if ſhe be carried in her chair, 
Approach; but do not ſeem to Know the's there. 
Speak ſoftly, to delude the ſtanders-by ; 

Or, if aloud, then ſpeak ambiguoufly. 


1 

That is, don't let your wit get the better of your paſ- . ? 
ſion ; nor, as a modan poet did, court your miſtreſs with - 
metaphyſics. Avoid affected learning, too many figures, and 
in every thing that looks like art; for that is always ſuſpected & 
in the affairs of love Thoſe who would write love let- 
ters, ſhould not ſeek after flouriſhes, nor uſe ſounding words. 


9 . | 
tim 
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If ſaunt'ring in the portico ſhe walk, 
7 Iove ſlowly too; for that's a time for talk; 
% And ſometimes follow, ſometimes be her guide: : 
ut when the crowd permits, go ſide by de. 
Nor in the pa- let her fit alone 
or the's the play-hs 2% and the p/ay 1a one. 
here thou may'ſt ogle, or by ſigus advance 
hy fait, and feem to touch | her hand by chance, 
| ir nire the dancer who her liking gains, 
wy Nad pity in the p/ay the lover's pains. 
F dr her ſweet ſake the loſs of tim: deſpiſe; 
We while the fits, and when the rites rife. 
; it Low {3 not like a top 3 nor curl your hair, 
| with a punic? make your bot ly bare. 
ave theſe effeminate aud uſeleſs toys 
Luuugbe, who can give no ſolid joys. 
lect becomes a man: This Thc: found; 
curl'd, uncomb'd, the nymph his withes crowu'd. 
e rough Hyppolitus was Phœdiu's care; 

ad Venus thought the rude Adonis Fair, 
Br not too finical ; but yet be clean; 
hd wear well-faſhion'd cloaths like othcr men. 
t not your teeth be yellow, or be foul ; 

pr in wide ſhoes your feet too looſely roll. 
Ja black muzzel, and long beard beware; 
let a ſkilful barber cut your hair. 

ur nails be pick'd from filth, aad even par'd, 
No let your naity noſtrils bud with beard. 
ce your unſay'ry breath; gargle your throat: 
iree your arm-pits from the ram and goat. 5 
B's not, in ſhort, too little, or too much; 


„ be not wholly french nor w nolly Dutch. 
G Now 
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al- 
- b WT hc Beaux were not ſo well received by the ladies in 
$ W _ ow 's time, as the men of wit and worth, The ſmell of a 
res aug r coat is very rank, and from thoſe animals the prover 


uſpected 
love let-⸗ i 
words. 15 
#F 
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Now Bacchus calls me to his jolly rites : / 
Who wou'd not follow, when a god invites ? 
He helps the poet, and his pen inſpires; 
Kind and indulgent to his former fires, 


Far Ariadne, wander'd on the ſhore, ? 
Forſaken now; and J, loves no more: 
Looſe was her gown, diſhevell'd was her hair; 
Her boſom naked, and her feet were bare : | 
Lxclaiming, in the water's brink the ttocd ; is! 
Her briny tears augment the briny flood. 9 


She ſhrick'd, and wept, and both became her face And 
No poſture cou'd that heav'nly form diſgrace. M hou 
She beat her breaſt: The traitor's gone, ſaid the, Now 
What ſhall become of poor forſaken me ? ne 


What ſhall become ſhe had not time for more, 
he ſounding cymbals rattled on the ſhore. 5 
She ſwoons for fear, ſhe falls upon the ground; 
No vital heat was in her body found. 

The Mihai dames ahout her ſtood; 

And ſcudding Sat;rs ran before their god. he. 
Si. „ on his aſs did next appear; nic 
And next upon the mane (the god was clear) 
Te drunken Ve purſues; the dames retire; | 
Sometimes thedrunkendames purſue thedrunken/i 
At lait he topples over on the plain; | 
The *7yrs laugh, and bid him riſe again. 
And now the god of wine came drivieg on, 
High on his chariot by ſwift !1gers drawn. x 

Her colour, voice, and ſenſe forſook the fair; Put 01 
Thrice did her trembling feet for flight prepare hy f 
And thrice affrighted did her flight forbear. Ah 


For 
hen 
| 1 \nd \ 
* / hen 


4 
6 
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{Wine is favourable to lovers, inſpiring them at once“ 97 It) 
boldneſs and vigour. t The poct tells what happened t0PPgs ; 
riadne after Theſeus had fortaken her: Bacchus came, em 2a 
forted and marricd her. « The nurſing father and pedag pts, « 
+ f — Bac ''d to 
of Baccous. & Vis ſaid Tygers and Lynxes drew Bec 
car, becauſe thoſe two ſorts of animals are wonderful love em of 
wine, and eat grapes. 3 bulge t. 
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W She ſhook, like heads of corn, when tempeſts blow: 
Or ſlender reeds that in the marſhes grow. 
Io whom the god compoſe thy fearful mind; 


In me a truer huſband thou ſhalt find. 


ie ſaid; and from his chariat leaping light; 

eſt the grim 7yze- s ſhould the nymph affright. 

| lis brawny arms around her waiſt he threw; 

For gods' whate'er they will, with eaſe can do:) 

r face And ſwiftly bore her thence ; th' attending throng 

©. bout at the ſight, and ſing the - ſong. y 
Nou in full bowls her ſorrow ſhe may ſteep : 


d the, 8 


e bridegroom's liquor lays. the bride aſleep. 


4% 
1 


T 5 


* But thou, when flying cups in triumph ride, 
And the lov'd nymph 1s ſeated by thy ſide; 
nvoke the god, and all the mighty pow'rs, 
hat wine may not defraud thy genial hours.“ 
hen in ambiguous words thy tuit prefer; 
Which ſhe may know were all addreſt to her, 
Wn liquid nurple letters write her name : 
nich the may read and reading find thy flame, 


* 

nkenfi Then may your eyes confeſs your mutual fires ; 
For eyes have tongues, and glaices tell deſires) | 
henc'er ihe drinks, be tirkc to take the cup; 

a, 5 And where lie laid her lips, the bleiling ſup. 

* hen ihe to carving does her hand advance; 


; Meat out thy oven, and touch it as by chance. 
Alr 5 * : 9 l 
reparc\i hy ſervice ev'n her huſhand muſt attend: 2 
ir. MA huſband is a moit convenient friend.) 


19 C 3 Seat 

. 
at once 7 * It was an ancient cuſtera to ting kymns of joy at wed- 
zpened t 5g ngs; which hymas were called KEpithutamiums or Hymenians 
3 1 om a certain, Athenian nam'd {pmen, who, as Servius re- 
d pedag ports, deliver d maids from a terrible trouble, for u hich the 
ew Bcc 2 sd to invoke him when they marry'd, as the god who eas'd. . 
ſul love Pn of the burthen of their maidenheads. 2 This and the 


4 8153 Wat follow; ſhew that Ovi did uot pacar very houeſlly, 
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Seat the foul cuckold in the higheſt place ; 
And with thy garland his dull temples grace, 
Whether below or equal in degree, 
Let him be lord of all the company ; 
And what he ſays be ſeconded by thee. 
Tis common to deceive thro' friendihip's name: 
But common tho? it be, *tis {till to blame. 
Thus factors frequently their truſt betray ; 
And to themſelves their maſter's gain convey. 
Driak to a certain pitch, and then give o'er ; "2M 
Thy tongue and feet may ſtumble drinking more. 
Of drunken quarrels in her ſight beware; WI 
Pot valour only ſerves to fright the fair, 
£.4ri/159 juſtly fell, by wine oppreſt, a 
For his rude riot at a wedding-feaſt. 
Sing, if you have a voice; and ſhew your parts 
In dancing, if endu'd with dancing arts. 
Do any thing within your power to pleaſe ; 
Nay, ev'n afte& a ſeeming drunkenneſs ; 
lip ev'ry word; and if by chance you ſpeak 
Too home; or if too broad a jeſt you break; 
In your excuſe the company will join, 
And lay the fault upon the force of wine. 
True drunkenneſs is ſubject to offend ; 
But when 'tis feign'd *tis oft a lover's friend. 
Then ſafely you may praiſe her beauteous face; 
And call him happy, who is in her grace. 
Her huſhand thinks himſelf the man defign'd ; 
But curſe the cuckold in your ſecret mind. 
When all are riſen, and prepare to go 
Mix with the crowd, and tread upon her toe. 1 8 
37 
va 


ard the decree of the ſenate was obtain'd againſt him ſor tt: $ eben 
crime, as, tis pretended, becauſe ' twas ſtrictly forbidden by vi 3 
the Roman laws to corrupt marry'd women, to prevent dne 7 with a 
abuſes which might happen in ſogceſſion, and the injuring a. blood. 
nother man, in taking from him what only belongs to ham: Iny thi 
feif. a Erythus, or Birtjron, was ng of the (Centaur 2: n 157 i 
or loy 
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This is the proper time to make thy court; 
For now ſhe's in er hem fit for {port, 
Lay bathfulneſs that wuſticwirtue, bye ; 6 

To manly confidence thy thoughts appl;-. 

On fortuae's foretop tunely fix thy hold ; 

Now ſpeak and ſpeed, for Venus loves the bold. 
No rules of rhetor:c here I need afford: e 

8 Only begin, aad truſt the following word; 
lt will be witty of its own accord, 


3 
© 

aa 
8 


no # I £ 
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* *% At well the lover, let thy ſpeech abound 
la dying words, that repretent thy wound, 

W Diſtcuit not her belief; ihe will be mov'd: 
All women think tney merit to be lov'd. 


Sometimes a man begins to love in elit ; 
And aſter, feels the torinents he profeſt. 

For your own fakes be pitiful, ye fair; 

W For a teigu'd pailion may a true prepare. 
By dlatt'ries we prevail on woman-kind ; 
As hollow banks by tlreams are undermin'd. 

1 Tell her, her face 13 fair, her eyes are ſweet; 
Her taper fingers praiſe, and little feet. 

Such praiſes ev'u tae chaſte are pleas'd to hear; 


£4 


Both maids and matrons hold their beauty dear. 
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- Applaud his running, and he mends his pace. 


5 5 5 
Thi 


But 
4: 

ot 2 v3 thous's wedding, wbo got ſo drunk that he attempted to ra- 
den b, * 


288 viih Hippodamia the bride; but Thefſeus knock'd him down 

vent dae with a bowl, and made him bring his wine up again with 

juring a blood. 5 Modeſty is a vice when it hinders us from doing a- 

to ham: ny thing that is profitable to us. Ile talks of modeſty, and 

5 a; irie lays, if the lover baniſhes it, he has no occation for cloquence; 
jur love and fortune fayour the bold, 
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But largely promiſe and devoutly ſwear ; 
And, if need be, call ev'ry god to hear. 

Fore fits above, forgiving with a ſmile, 

The perjuries that eaſy maids beguile. 

He ſwore to Fur by the y lake: 
Forſworn he dares not an example make; 
Or puniſh falſhood for his own dear ſake ; 
"Tis for our int'reſt that the gods ſhould be; 
Let us believe 'em: I believe they ſee; 

And both reward, and puniſh equally. 

Not that they live above like lazy drones, 
Or kings below, ſupine upon their thrones : 
Lead then your lives as preſent in their ſight ; 
Be juſt in dealings, and defend the right, 

By fraud betray not, nor oppreſs by might. 
But * tis a vemial fin to cheat the fair; 

All men have liberty of conſcience there. 

On cheating nymphs a cheat is well defign'd ; 
*Tis a profane, and a deceitful Kind. 


"Tis ſaid, that ey for nine years was dry, 
Nor Nie did floods, nor heav'n did rain ſupply. 
A foreigner at length inform'd the King, e 5 
That ſlaughter'd gueſts would kindly moiſture bring. Pp 
The king reply'd, on thee the lot ſhall fall, * 
Be thou, my gueſt, the ſacrifice for all. 
Thus Pl alaris, Perilis taught to low, 
And made him ſeaſon firſt the brazen cow. 


A frightful doom, the laws of nature cry, ' F Anc 

"Tis the artificers of death ſhould die. RS Wh 

Thus juſtly women ſuffer by deceit ; ne 
Their practice authoriſes us to cheat. . 
Beg her, with tears, thy warm deſires to grant; 

For tears will pierce a heart of adamant.. 1 e. 2 g 

If tears will not be iqueez'd, then rub your eye, mart 

Or 'noint the lids, and ſeem at leait to Cry, ava) 

Kiſs . 

* Uain 

a deat! 


6 Biris, king of Agypt, ſon of Neptune apd Lybia. . 
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Wo if you can: Reſiſtance if ſhe make, 
And will not give you kiſſes, let her take. 
Lie, fir, yon naughty man, are words of courſe; 


33 


She ſtruggles, but to be ſubdu'd by force. 


Kis only ſoft, I charge you, and beware, 
[Wich your bard briſtles not to bruſh the fair. 
Ile who has gain'd a kiſs, and gains no more, 
Deſerves to loſe the bliſs he got before. 

If once ſhe kiſs, her meaning is expreſt; 

There wants but little puſhing ſor the reſt; 
Which if thou doſt not gain, by ſtrength or art, 
The name of clown then ſuits with thy deſert; 
'Tis downright dullneſs, and a ſnameful part. 


$ 


9 Perhaps ſhe calls it force ; but if ſhe *ſcape, 


She will not thank you for th' omitted rape. 


i The ſex is cunning to conceal their fires ; 


F 
£1 


Þ Who might be forc'd, and yet untouch'd depart, 


Thank with their tongues, but curſe you with theit 


They wou'd be forc'd ev'n to their own deſires. 
They ſeem t' accuſe you, with a downcaſt fight, 
But in their ſouls confeſs you did them right. 


heart. 
Fair Pete and her ſiſter did prefer, d 
Jo their dull mates, the nobler raviſher. 


What Deidamia did, in days of yore, 
The tale is old, but worth the telling o'er. 


When Venus had the golden apple gain'd, 
And the juſt judge fair Hel, had obtain'd : 
| When ſhe with triumph was at Trey receiver, 
r. { r;jans joy ful, while the Grecians griev'd: 
They 


d Phebe and Lara were two daughters of J. encippus, both 
famous for their beauty. Their father promis'd them in 


bs marriage to Las and Jynceis, but Caſtor and Pollux ſtole them 
= away from him. [das and Lynceus purſuing the raviſhers, 


Caftor fell by the hand of Lynceus, and Lynceus was himſelf 
lain by Pollux: Idas running upon the latter, to revenge the 


death of his companion, was ſtruck to the ground by thunder 
at Pollux's feet 
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They vow'd revenge of violated laws, 

And Greece was arming in the cuckold's cauſe 

Achilles, by his mother warn'd from war, 

Diſguis'd his fex, and lurk'd among the fair. 

What means A#rcides to ſpin and few? p 

With ſpear and ſword in field thy valour ſhew ! 

| And leaving this, the nobler Pallas know. e d 

* Why doth thou in thy hand the diſtaff wield, 

Which is more worthy to ſuſtain the ſhield ? 

Or with that other draw the wooly twine, 

1 The ſame the fates for [7:{7r%s thread aſſign : | 

1 Brandith thy falchion in thy pow'rful hand, 
Which can alone the pond*rous lance command. 

| In the ſame room by chance the royal maid | 0 

Was lodg'd, and, by her ſeeming ſex betray'd, ( 

Cloſe to her fide the youthful hero laid. 

I know not how this courtthip he began; 

But to her coit, the found it was a man. 

Tis thought ſhe ſtruggl'd, but withal *tis thought 

Her with was to be con quer'd when the fought. 

For when diſclos'd, and haſtening to the field, 

He laid his diſtaff down, and took the ſhield, 

With tears her humble ſuit ſhe did prefer, 

And thought to ſtay the grateful ravither. 

She ſighs, the ſobs, ſhe begs him not to part; 

And now *tis nature, what beſore was art. 

She ſtrives by force her lover to detain, 

And wiſhes to be raviſh'd once again. 

This is the ſex: they will not firit begin, 

But when compell'd, are pleas'd to ſuffer ſin. 

Is there, who thinks that women firſt vrould woo 

Lay by thy ſelf. conceit, thou fooliſh beau. 

Begin, and fave their modeſty the thame ; 

"Tis well for thee, if they receive thy flame. 


e Minerva or Pallas, was net only the goddeſs ef arms, but 
of arts and mauufactures. 
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Book I. OVITD's Ax r of Love. 


(4) 
I] 


Tis decent for a man to ſpeak his mind; 

hey but expect the occaſion to be kind. 

ek, that thou may'ſt enjoy; ſhe waits for this: 
1 nd on thy firſt advance depends thy bliſs. 
'n Jove himfelf was forc'd to ſue for love 

1 (one of the nymphs did firſt ſolicit Ive. 


But if you find your prayers enereaſe her pride 
42 
1 


Strike ſail awhile, and wait another tide. 
it 


hes fly when we purſue ; but make delay, 
Ind when they ſee you ſlacken, they will ſtay. 
3 ometimes it proſits to conceal your end; 

1? Fame not yourſelf her lover, but her friend. 
ow many {kittiſh girls have thus been caught ? 
e prov'd a lover who a friend was thought, 

5 by ſun and wind are ſwarthy made; 
A tann'd complexion beſt becomes their trade. 
is a diſgrace to ploughmen to be fair; 
# ol cheeks they have and weather bcaten-hair, 
1” ambitious youth, who ſeeks an olive crown, 
| ant with his daily toil, and brown; 
ut if the lover hopes to be in grace, 
Len be his looks, and meagre be his face. 
at colour, from the fair, compaſſion draws : 
e thinks you ſick, and thin ks herſclf the cauſe, 
| 0 in f wander'd in the woods for love 
8s palcneſs did the nymphs to pity move; 
s ghaſtly viſage argu'd hidden love. 
dr fail a night-cap, in full health to wear, 
* thy dreſs, and diſcompoſe thy hair. 
| things are decent, that in love avail ; 
d long by night, and iludy to be pale. 
Far ſake your food, refuſe your ncedful reſt, 
an that you may be bleſt. 
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20% ien fell in love with Lymne ; but who ſhe was is not 
vy known. 


Faith, truth, and friendſhip in the world are loſt; 
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Shall J complain, or ſhall J warn you moſt ? f F 


A little and an empty name they boaſt: 


Truſt not thy friend, much leſs thy miſtreſs praiſe; Pot My 
If he believe, thou may a rival raiſe, * wie 
is true, troc. 4. by no luſt miſled, n 
Sought not to ain his dear companion's bed, ip 
Nor Pylades, Hermon embrac'd, Leue 
Ev'n e to Pirithors ſtill was chaſte. e 
But hope not thou, in this vile age, to find 5 — 
'T hoſe rare examples of a faithful mind. Try fe 
The ſea ſhall ſooner with ſweet honey flow; , =4 x6 
Or, from the furzes, pears and apples grow. APV 
We fia with guſt, we love by fraud to gain; CON 
And find a pleaſure in our fellow's pain. 3 
From rival foes you may the fair defend; * = 
But would you ward the blow, beware your friere zne th; 


Beware your brother, and your next of kin; br und h. 
But from your boſom- friend your care begin. ; 2 de ls: 


Here I had ended, but experience finds, 
That ſundry women are of ſundry minds : 
With various crotchets fill'd, and hard to leaſe | 
They therefore muſt be caught by various Ways. 
All things are not produc'd in any ſoil; 

This ground for wine is proper, that for oil. 


I | & Thi. 
# Omen a 


y Patroclus, ſon of Menecius, and grandſon of Afor, vi 
having kill'd Clytonymus, fon of Amphidamas, was bar 
his country, and came to Phia, where he remain'd wit!“ 
cus, Achilles's father, his kinſman. By this means he oi 
traced a ſtrict friendſhip with Achill, and accempaned et 
to the ſiege of Troy, where he was killed. Hermione, du 
ter of Menelais and Helen, who married her couſin ger 
Ore/les. Pylades was her lvſband's friend, and thereto: Wa 
wouid not offer to corrupt his wife. This prince was t 


of Strophius, king of Phocis. i A lover muſt comport bi 


variouſly, according to the various humours of women. 
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80 'tis in men, but wore in women-kind : 


t; Dif'rent in face, in manners, and in mind. 
3 4 zut wiſe men ſhift their ſails with ev'ry wind. 
aiſe, "x Ns change ful Porteus vary'd oft his ſhape, 


And did in ſundry forms and figures 'ſcape, 
running ſtream, a ſtanding tree became, 
roaring lion or a bleating lamb. 

zome fiſh with harpoons, ſome with darts are ſtruck, 

1 zome drawn with nets, ſome hang upon the hook : 
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do turn thyſelf; and imitating them, 
| q ry ſev'ral tricks, and change thy ſtratagem. 


WS 3 * 


Dne rule will not for diff'rent ages hold; 

e jads grow cunning as they grow more old, 

Then talk not bawdy to the baſhful maid ; 

f zug words will make her innocence afraid. 
Nor to an ign'rant girl of learning ſpeak ;| 

friere Phe thinks you conjure when you talk in Greek, 

b 7 And hence 'tis often ſeen, the ſimple ſhun 
' WT he learn'd, and into vile embraces run. 


Part of my taſk 1s done, and part to do; 
But here 'tis time to reſt myſelf and you. 


= + This gives us a various idea, and lively expres, that 
Pomen are to be caught ſeveral ways. 
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OW DL Paan ſing! new wreaths prepare! 

And with repeated los fill the air: 
The prey is fall'n in my ſucceſsful toils, 
My artful nets incloſe the lovely ſpcils. 
My numbers now, ye ſmiling lovers, crown, 
And make your poet deathleſs in renown. 
With laſting fame my verſe {hall be inroll'd, 
And I preſerr'd to all the hards of old. 
Thus Paris from the warlike Spartans bore 
Their raviſh'd bride, to Ida's diſtant ſhore, 
Victorious Pelabs thus in triumph drove 
The vanquiſh'd maid, and thus enjoy'd his love. 


Stay, eager youth ! your bark's hut under fail; 
The diſtant port requires a profp':ous gale. 
'Tis not enough the yielding beauty's found, 
And with my aid your artful paſſion crown'd : 
The conqueits, our ſucceſsful conduct gain'd, 
With art muſt be ſecur'd, by art maintain'd. 
The glory's more to guard, than win the prize; 
There all the toil and threat'ning danger lies. 
If ever Cupid, now indulgent prove; 
O Venus! aid; thou charming queen of love! 
Kind Zrat:, let thy auſpicious name 
inſpire the work, and raiſe my gen'rous fame, 


D 2 | The 


OVID's ArT of Love. 
The labour's great; a method I deſign 


For love; and will the fetter'd god confine : 
'The god that roves the ſpacious world around, 
In ev'ry clime, and diſtant region found; 
Active and light, his wings elude our guard, 
And to confine a deity 1s hard. 

His guelt from flight Mises inclos'd around, 
Vet he with wings a daring paſſage found. 
Thus 7edalus her off-ſpring firſt confin'd, 
Who, with a bull, in lewd embraces join 4: 
Her teeming womb the horrid crime conſeſs'd; 
Big with a human bull, half man, half beaſt. 
8 aid he, juſt Mina, beſt of human Kind, 

ly mercy let a pr oftrate exile find. 

By fates compelPd my native ſhores to fly. 
Permit me, where I durſt not live, to die. 
Ialarge my ſon, if you neglect wy tears, 

And thew compatton to his blooming years; 
Let not the youth a long confinement mourn, 
Oh free the ſon, or let his fire return! 

Thus he implor'd, but ſtill implor'd in vain, 
Nor could the freedom that he ſought obtain, 
Convinc'd at length; now, Dædalus, he cry*'d, 
Here's ſubje& for thy art that's yet untry'd. 
Mines the earth commands, and guards the ſea, 
No paſs the land affords, the deep no way ; 
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Attempt to paſs, where kinder fates invite ; 
Favour, ye pow'rs above, my daring flight! 
Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind, 
Inſtrut our wit, and aid the lab'ring mind. 

For who can credit men in wild deſpair, 

Shou'd force a paſſage thro” the yielding air? 
Feathers for wings deſign'd the artiſt choſe, 

And bound with thread his forming pinions cloſe: 
With temper'd wax the pointed ends he wrought, 
And to perfection his new labours brought. 


Heav'ns only free, we'll heav'ns auſpicious height 5 
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The ſiniſh'd wings his ſmiling off-ſpring views, 
Admires the work not conſcious of their uſe : 
To whom the father ſaid, obſerve aright, 
Obſerve, my ſoa, theſe inſtruments ot flight. 
In vain the tyrant our eſcape retards, 
the heav'ns he cannot, all but heav'n he guards: 
Tho? earth and ſeas clude thy father's care, 
Theſe wings thall waft us thro' the ſpacious air, 
Nor ſhall my ſon celeſtial ſigus ſurvey, 
Far from the radiant virgin take your way: 
Or where Z-27es the chilled north comm: 1 
And with his falchion dread C/ ſtands; 
1'!1 go before, me Tſtill retain in ſight, 
Where'er I lead, ſecurely make your flight. 
For ſhould we upward ſoar too near the ſun, 
Diſſolv'd with heat, the liquid wax will run: 
Or near the ſeas an humbler fight maintain, 
Or plumes will ſuffer by the ſtreaming main. 
A medium keep, the winds obſerve aright; 
The winds will aid your. advantageous flight. 
* He caution'd thus, and thus inform'd him long, 
As careful birds inſtruct their tender young: 
the ſpreading wings then to his thoulders bound, 
His body pois'd, and rais'd him from the ground. 
Prepar'd for flight, his aged arms embrace 
lhe tender youth, whil'ſt tears o'erſlow his face. 
X hill there was, from whence the anxious pair 
FE: ay d their wings, and forth they launch'd in airs : 
3 ow his expanded plumes the artiſt plies, 
: Ie his ſon, and leads along the 1kies : 
Pleas'd with the novelty of flight, the boy 
Pounds in the air, and upward ſprings with joy. 
Wi hc angler vieves them from the diſtant ftrand, 
And quits the labours of his trembling hand, 
dam:s they paſt, and Nu, in their flight, 
nd Delos, with Ap:1!;”s preſenc? bright, 
Now on their right Lehnt ſhores they found, 
For fruitful lakes and ſhady groves renown'd. 
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When the aſpiring boy forgot his fears, 
Raſh with hot youth and unexperienc'd years: 
Upwards he ſoar'd, maintain'd a luſty ſtroke, 
And his directing father's way forſook. 
The wax, of heat impatient, melted run, 
Nor could his wings ſuſtain that blaze of ſun. 
From heav*n he views the fatal depths below, 
Whilſt killing fears prevent the diſtant blow. 
His ſtruggling arms now no aſſiſtance find, 
Nor poize the body, nor receive the wind, 
Falling, his father he implores in vain, 

To aid his flight, and ſinking limbs faſtuin 4 
His name invokes, till the expiring ſound 
Far. in the floods with Icarus was drown'd. 
he parent mourns, a parent now no more, 
And ſeeks the abſent youth on ev'ry ſhore : 
Where's my lov'd ſon, my Taurus he cries; 
Zay in what diſtant region of the ſkies, a 
Or faitlileſs clime the youthful wand'rer flies! 
Then view'd his pinions ſcatter'd o'er the ſtream, 
The ſhore his bones receiv'd, the waves his name. b- 
Mines with walls attempted to detain & 
His flying gueſts, but did attempt in vain : 
Yet the wing'd god ſhall to our rules ſubmit, 
And Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. 
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Theſſulian arts in vain raſh lovers uſe, 
In vain with drugs the ſcornful maid abuſe ; 
The ſkilfull'ft potions ineffectual prove, 
Uſeleſs are magic remedies 1n love : 
Could charms prevail, Circe had prov'd her art, 
And fond 3 !edea fix'd her Jaſen's heart, 
Nor tempt with philters the diſdainful dame; 
They rage inſpire, create a frantic flame: 
Abſtain from guilt, all vicious arts remove, 
And make your p4/1571 worthy of her love. 
Diſtruſt your empty form and boaſted face, 
The nymph engage a thouſand nobler ways, 
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o fix her vanquiſh'd heart entirely thine, 
Accompliſh'd graces to your nature join. 
Reauty's but frail, a charm that ſoon decays, 
Its luſtre fades as rolling years increaſe, 

And age ſtill triumphs o'er the ruin'd face. 
This truth the fair, but ſhort-liv'd lilly ſhews, 
And prickles that ſurvive the faded roſe. 
Learn, lovely boy, be with inſtruction wile ! 
Beauty and youth miſ-ſpent are paſt advice. 
Then cultivate thy mind with wit and fame, 
Thoſe laſting charms /urvive the fun'ral lame, 
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With arts and ſciences your breaſt improve, 
Of high import are languages in love: 
The fam'd Hes was not tair nor young, 
But eloquent and charming with his tongue : 
And yet for him contending beauties ſtrove, 


— 


0 = And cv'ry ſca-nymph ſought the hero's love. 

ee mourn'd when he forſook her ſhores, 
-am, | And with fond waves detzin'd his haſty oars, 
ame. Oft the enquir'd of ruin'd ss fate, 


== Making him oft the wond'rous tale relate; 

ich with ſuch grace his florid tongue could frame; 
The ſtory ſtill was new, tho? {till the ſame, 

Now ſtanding on the ſhores; again declare, 

= Calzp/o ery'd, your fam'd exploits in war. 

He with a wand, a {lender wand he bore, 

= Dclineate's ev'ry action on the ſhore. 

= Here's 779, ſays he, then draws the walls in ſan 

There Sieg flows, here my batallions ſtand, 

A held there was, (and then deſcribes the field) 

Where Us/on, with rewards deceiv'd, was Kill'd. 

Juſt thus intrench'd imagine Rheſus lies, 

And here we make his warlike ſteeds our prize. 

Much he deſcrib'd, when a deſtructive wave 

Wall''d off the ſlender Trey, and rolling gave 

| To KLe/us and his tents one common grave. 

Long with delight his charming tongue ſhe heard, 

Tue well-rais'd paſſion in her looks appear'd ; 
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The goddeſs weeps to view his ſpreading fails, . 
So much a ſoldier with the ſex prevails. 
Diſtruſt thy form, fond youth, and learn to know, 
There's mare requir'd in love than empty ſhow, 
With juſt diſdain the treats the haughty mind, 
Tis complaiſance that makes a beauty kind. 
The Hawk we hate that always lives in arms, 
The raging wolf that ev'ry flock alarms : 
But the mild ſwallow none with tolls infeſts, 
And none the ſoft Chaonian bird moles. / 
Debate avoid, and rude contention ſhun ; 
A woman's with ſubmiſſive language won. 
Let the wiſe rail, and injur'd huſband ſwear, 
Such freedoms are allow'd the marry'd pair: 
Diſcord and ſtrife to nuptial beds belong, 
The portion juſtiſies a clam'rous tongue. 
With tender vows the yielding maid endear, 
And let her only ſighs and withes hear. 
Contrive with words and actions to delight. 
Still charm her ear, and ſtill oblige her ſight. 
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I no inſtructions to the rich impart, 
He needs not, hat preſenls, my uſeleſs art: m 
The giving lover's handſome, valiant, wiſe, 
His happy fortune 1s above advice. 

I to the needy fing ; tho? poor, I love, 
And, wanting wealth, with melting language move, 
His honour ſtorms a ſtubborn damſel's door; 
I'm cautious to affront, becauſe I'm poor : 
With pleaſing art I court, with art poſſeſs; 
Or if I'm bounteous, 'tis in promiſes, 
Enrag'd, 


1 Ovid makes uſe of the particular for the general. Chaonia 
is part of Epirus, ſo called from the fate of Chaon, a Trojan. 
There was a temple of Dodonian Jupiter, where doves dit- 
pens'd the ſacred oracles with human voices. u That is, WWF = T! 
riches will do all things, and intereſt eaſily gains a woman's MWWticre's 
heart, becaule the lex is generally covetous. | 
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Enrag'd, I ruffl'd once Corinna's hair, 

Long was I banith'd by the injur'd fair; 

Long mournful nights for this conſum'd alone, 
Nor could my tears the furious maid atone. 
Weeping, ſhe vow'd a ſuit of point I tore; 

Falſly ſhe vow'd, but I muit purchaſe more. 
Make not your guilty maſter's crime your own, 
But by my puniſhment my error ſhun. 

Indecent fury from her fight remove. 

No patlio» let your miſtreſs Know, but love. 
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Yet if the haughty nymph's unkind, and coy, 
Or thuns your ſight ; have patience, and enjoy. 
By {low degrees we bend the ſtubborn bough ; 
What force reſiſts, with art will pliant grow. 
ag In vain we ſtem a torrent's rapid force, 

But ſwim with eaſe, complying with its courſe, 

By gentler arts we favage beal:s reclaim, 

And lions, bulls, and furious tygers tame. 

Fiercely 4/214 o'er the foreſt rov'd, 

Cruel and wild, and yet at laſt the lov'd, 

Aclanion long deplor'd his hopeleſs flame, 

And weeping, in the woods purſu'd the ſcornful dame. 

On his ſubmiſſive neck her toils he wore, 

And with his miltreſs chac'd the dreadful boar, 

Arm'd to the woods I bid you not repair, 

Nor follow over hills the ſavage fair. 

My ſoft injunctions leſs ſevere you'll find, 

Eaſy to learn, and fram'd to ev'ry mind. 

Her wiſhes never, nor her will withſtand ; 

Zubmit, you conquer; ſerve, and you'll command 

Her words approve, deny what ſhe denics, 

Like what the likes, and when ſhe ſcorns, diſpſe. 
Laugh 
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n The poet makes uſe of the example of Atiamta, to ſaew- 
tire s nothing ſo wild but inay be made gentle 
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Laugh when ſhe ſmiles; when ſad, diſſolve in tears; Wich 
Let every geſture ſympathize with hers, Far! y 
Tf ſhe delights, as women will, in play, = When 
Her ſtakes return, your ready loſings pay. And! 
When ſhe's at cards, or rattling dice ſhe throws, « When 
Connive at cheats, and generouſly loſe, 3 And c 
A ſmiling winner let the nymph remain, he ſe 
Let your pleas'd miſtreſs every conqueſt gain. = You 1 
In heat, with an umbrello ready ſtand; 2 ret nc 
When walking offer your officious hand.: ne f. 
Her trembling hands, tho' you ſuſtain the cold, Love 
Cheriſh, and to your warmer boſom hold. WF Scems 
Think no inferior office a diſgrace, E In bot 
No action, that a miſtreſs gains, is baſe : e ſe 
The hero that eluded June ſpight, Wich 
And ev'ry monſter overcame in fight; And o 
That paſt ſo many bloody labours o'er, Frame 
And well deſerv d that heav'n whoſe weight he boxe; 3 And c 
Amidſt Hnian damfels carding ſtands, Nor ſc 
And graſps the diſtaff with obedient hands; r 1 Learn 
In all commands the haughty dame obeys : 3 
And who diſdains to act like Hercules ? =_— Wh 
If ſhe's at law, be ſure commend the laws, When 
volicit with the judge, or plead the cauſe, hee x: 
With 1 = c 
3 0 
: WAnd v 
o There is nothing more d:fficult, than to 'expiain the an Thus! 


cient gaming, eſpecially to make it any way agree with the 
modern. þp They were commonly in uſe at the theatres, or l. 
walks, to keep off the heat of the ſun, the rain and the wind. 
Sometimes they were made of feathers ; for, according to mc! 
commentators, by Vigil we muſt underſtand feathers ſewc: 
or otherwiſe faſten'd together. Ovi adviſes the lover not or-. 
ly to hold an unbrello over his miſtreſs, but to deſcend vi 
meaner offices, to puil off or put on her ſhoes or flippers. Ml 
Speaking of Hercules, who having learned aſtrology of Atl 
king of Mauritania, as Diadorus ſays, the poets teign'd iti 
bal'd the ſame Atlas to bear up the ſky. r Speaking fill “ 
Hercules, who for the love of Omphale us'd the diſtaff a 
baſkct, according to the faſhion of the Tonjan damicts, 
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Wich patience at the reſignation wait, 

Early appear, attend her coming late. 
Whene'er ſhe wants a meſſenger, away, 

And her commands with flying fect obey. 

Ws When late from ſupper ſhe's returning home, 
And calls her ſervant, as a ſervant come. 

she ſor the country air retires from town, 

You want a coach, or horle, why foot it down : 
Let not the ſultry ſeaſon of the year, 

The falling ſnows, or conſtant rains deter, 
Love is a warfare, and ignoble ſloth 

Seems equally contemptible in both ; 

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares, 
The ſoldier thus, and thus the lover fares ; 
With rain he's drench'd with piercing tempeſt ſhakes, 
And on the cooler earth his lodging takes. 
Fame ſays that Phabus kept Admetus's herd; [ 
And coarſly in an humble cottage far'd : 

Nor ſervile offices the god deny d; 

Learn this ye lovers, and renounce your pride. 


When all acceſs is to your miſtreſs hard, 
When ev'ry door's ſecur'd, and window bar'd ; 
The roof untile, ſome deſp'rate paſſage find: 
You cannot be too bold to make her kind ; 
oh how ſhe'll claſp you when the danger's o'er, 
nd value your deſerving paſſion more. 
us thro the boiſt'rous ſeas Leander mov'd, 
Not to poſſeſs, but ſhew how much he lov'd. 


Nor bluſhing think how low you condeſcend. 

o court her maids, and make each ilave your friend: 
wot 0" Each by their names familiarly ſalute, 

n nd beg them to promote your am'rous ſuit, 
Perhaps a bribe's requir'd; your bounty ſhow, 


nd from your {lender fortune part beſtow. 
111 A dou- 
aff a7 


That was, after he was degraded of his divinity, for the 
leath of the Cyclops : Upon which he fled to The/aly, and 
ubmutted to keep Admetus the king's ſeep. 
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A. double bribe the chamber-maid ſecures, 

And when the favourite's gain'd the fair is yours, | 
She'd add, to every thing you do, a grace, | 
And eden the wanton hours, and time her praiſe, onour 
When ſervants merry make, and feaſt and play,? Hould 
Then give ner ſomething to keep holiday. nd no 


ome 
ppl. 


his is 


- * 
= 
* 


Retain em ev'ry one, the porter moſt, ere o 

And her who nightly guards tlie happy coaft, 3 * 19 
Natter 

I no profuſe nor coſtly gifts commend, 3 hey ſe 


But chuſe and time it well, whate'er you ſend. 10u'd | 
Provide the product of the early year, uma 
And let your boy the rural preſent bear: & ſhe 
Tell her *twas freſh, and from your manor brougltf I o all tl 
Tho? ſtale, and in the ſuburb market bought. E:- 
The firſt ripe cluſter let your miſtreſs eat, 
With cheſnuts, melons, and fair peaches treat: 
Some larger fiſh, or choicer fowl preſent: v 


But h 
t him 
1th la 


" 
1 


+ 


The nant your paſſion, where they're lente ad ma 
"Tis with theſe arts the childleſs miſer's caught, wi pe c 
Thus future legacics are baſely bought : x i= 
But may his name with infamy be curſt, Tay'd 
That practis'd them on love, and women firſt, ing 
ti pri 
In tender ſonnets moſt your flame e * 10⁰ clac 
And who, alas! of late are mov'd by verſe? 4 ſorted 
Won gut- 
when 
: This has allufion to a feſtival celebrated at Rome by +> 4 dmMmen 
ſervants, in remembrance of a great piece of fervice their bre 4 
deceſſors had done the Romans, ſoon after the invaſion of tri A 
Gauls ; the time of celcbrating it was in Fu/y. v Ovid name 3 
the bird. The turdi were our thruſhes, and Martial though 2 1 They c 
them one of the fineſt diſhes that could come to a table. av / ot iron, 
luding to ſuch as flatter the rich, in hopes of being put in thei tue taſh 
wills for good legacies. x Indeed what Orid complains of i no mmend 
his time, may with much more reaſon be complained 7551 ards his 
now; for the muſes are not only neglected but deſ pis'd. I practis'c 
too true, that learning of all ſorts is not in that eſtcem wid ich belon 
it was in Augr/trs's days; and if there are a few men wil . a 


write good books, there are fewer ſtill who read them, he hicaltl 


orn. Obs Art of Love. 51 
; 


WV omen a wealthy treating fool admire, 
SP pplaud your wit, but colitly gifts require. 
his is the golden age, all worihip gold, 
onours are purchas'd, love and beauty ſold. 
hould Hoi, come, with his harmonious train, 
3 nd not preſent, /o9mcr's turn'd out again. 
come of the ſex have ſenſe, their number's ſmall, 
A loſt ignorant, yet vain pretenders all: 
Matter alike, ſmooth empty ſtanzas ſend, 
hey ſeldom ſenſe, but ſound and rhime commend, 
lou'd you with art compoſe each poliſh'd line, 
Jad make her, like your numbers, all divine : 
4 et {he'll a treat, or worthleſs toy preſer 
Yo all th' immortal poets boaſted care. 


ight, 3 


3 
1 


But he that covets to retain her heart, 

et him apply his flattery with art: 

1 1th laſting raptures on her beauty gaze, 

ad make her form the lubject of nis praiſe. 
3 rple commend, when ſhe's in purple dreſt; 
ccarlet, ſwear ine looks in ſcarlet bett : 
rray'd in gold, her graceful mein adore, 

4 owing thoſe eyes tranſcend the ſparkling ore, 
it prudence place each compliment aright, 
10? clad in crape, let homely crape delight. 
ſorted colours, praiſe a vary'd drels ; 
night=cloaths, or commode, let either pleaſe. 
= when the combs, or when the curls her hair, y 
by thy mmend her curious art and gallant air. 


ſent. 
ht, a0 


"one 


eir pre I F | E Sing- 
of tig & i 
3 z 

3 


hougl ll They curPd their hair with a bodkin, and ſometimes with 
ot iron, as in our days; but they ſthew'd more of it, t. an 
in the tic iaſnon of our modern la lies. he ne 

ns of mmends to the lover, is the complaiſance hc 15 to ch&rve 
| gall I arus his miſtreſs when ſhe is tick. Alluding to a ceremo- 
d. II practis'd by the Romans of puriſyi: ng the bed; an office 
n will 4 Fa belonged to the nurſe. And this was done wita ful ur 
nen WP 25 3 2 fort of reLgious worſhip, when yows were made 
= 1 he health and reſt of the patient. 


Book 


he d 
he Ic 
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Singing, her voice, dancing, her ſtep admire, 
Applaud when ſhe deſiſts, and {till deſire. 
Let all her words and actions wonder raiſe, rom 
View her with raptures, and with raptures praiſe Mut ſo 
Fierce as Meduſa tho' your miſtreſs prove, Ne cor 
Theſe arts will teach the ſtubborn beauty love. nd c 
Still 1c 
nd n 


Be cautious, leſt you over- act your part, 
1 
hen 


And temper your hypocriſy wich art: 


Let no falſe action give your words the lie, thir 
For once deceiv'd ſhe's ever after ſhy, 57% byllis 
In Autumr oft, when the luxurious year is ab 
Purples the grape and ſhews the vintage near; MPhus! 
When ſultry heats, when colder blaſts ariſe, nd L 
And bodies languiſh with inconſtant ſkies : SV ith t 
if vicious heav'n infects her tender veins, : 1 Some | 
And in her tainted blood ſome ſever reigns; hen 
Then your kind vows, your pious care beſtow, Mould 
The bleſſings you expect to reap, then ſow. e in 
Think nothing nauſeous in her loath'd diſeaſe, ud n 
But with your ready hand contrive to pleaſe: athin 
Weep in her ſight, then fonder kiſſes give, hat, 
And let her burning lips your tears receive. et fur 
Much for her ſafety vow, but lowder ſpeak, And to 
Let the nymph hear the laviſh vows you make, 4 elen 1 
As health returns ſo let your joys appear, 4 But wh 
Oft ſmile with hope, and oft confeſs your fear, Mhe Þ 
This in her breaſt remains, theſe pleaſing charm: 3 et ev 
Secure a paſlage to her grateful arms. 3 ho c. 
Reach nothing nauſeous to her taſte or ſight, 0 Ci 
Officious only when you moſt delight: 3 
Nor bitter draughts, not hated med'cines give: 
Let her from rivals what ſhe loatlis receive. » Thi 
Thoſe proſp'rous winds that launch'd our bars _ 
from ſhore, Menelæu. 
When out at ſea, aſſiſts its courſe no more: —__ 
Nel. 


Time will your knowledge i in our art improve, 
Give ſtrength and vigour to your forming e. 
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he dreadful bull was but a calf when young; 2 

he lofty oak but from an acorn ſprung: 

From narrow ſprings the nobleſt currents flow, 

raiſe ut ſwell their floods and ſpread them as they go, 

Nc converſant with love, no toils refuſe, 

AN And conquer all fatigues with frequent uſe. 

till let her hear your ſighs, your paſſion view, 

ad night and day the flying maid purſue. 

nen pauſe a while ; by fallow fields we gain; 
thirſty ſoil receives the welcome rain. 

PLy/l:s was calm while with Demop/h591 bleſs'd, 

is abſence wounded moſt her raging breaſt: 

W'hus his chaſte conſort for U burn'd, 

And Laodamia thus her abſent huſband mourn'd, 

Vith ſpeed return, you're ruin'd by delays, 

Some happy youth may ſoon ſupply your place. 

Vhen Sparta's prince was from his Helen gone, a 

ould Helen be content to lie alone? 

e in his bed receiv'd her am'rous gueſt, 

nd nightly claſp'd him to her panting breaſt : 

nthinking cuckold, to a proverb blind ! 

Vhat, truſt a beau and a fair wife behind! 

et furious hawks thy trembling turtles keep, 

ud to the mountain wolves commit thy ſheep : 

len is guiltleſs, and her lover's crime 

Hot what yourſelf would act another time. 

The youth was preſſing, the dull huſband gone, 

arms 4 et ev'ry woman make the caſe her own: 
ho cou'd a prince, by Venus ſent, refuſe ? 

Hue Cuckold's negligence is her excuſe. 
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2 This and the following ſimiles are taken ſrom country 
fairs, which have an agreeable effect on this occaſion, when 
he poet ſpeaks of the tendency of every living thing to love 4 
Menelzus was theh abſent in Crete, whether he and his brother 
194eNNnon went to divide the eſtate leſt them by their father 
Leu. 
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But not the foaming boar whom ſpears ſurround 
Revenging on the dogs his mortal wound. 
Nor lioneſs, whoſe young receives the breaſt, 
Nor viper by uawary footiteps preſt; 

Nor drunkard by tl Aoniar god poflett. 3 
Tranſcend the woman's rage, by fury led, 

To find a rival in her injur'd bed. 

With fire and ſword ſhe flies, the frantic dame 
Diſdains the thought of tenderneſs or thame. 
Her offspring's blood inrag'd ec fpilt, e 

A _cracl mother, for the father's guilt, 

And Preys unrelenting fury proves, d 
That dire revenge purſues negleQed loves. 
Where ſacred ties of honour are deſtroy'd, 


Book 

But wl 
Her le) 
Chr yjes, 
Nor cc 
Mourn 
And h. 
\ : This | 
he vi 
Wich! 
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Jo luſt 
Who d 


| g Whe 
Such errors cautious lovers mult avoid. 3 

1 10 crap 
Think not my precepts conſtancy enjoin. 4 

s +1 , . \nd be 
Ve us avert! far nobler's my deſign, 3 

% \ 0 
At large enjoy, conceal your pulion well, . 

T * - . . 0 Theſe 
Nor ute the modiſh vanity to tell: ut no 
Avoid preſenting of ſuſpected toys,  __ 
Nor to an hour confine your vary'd joys: bf J0Y 


Deſert the ſhades you did frequent before, The 


nd n: 
or dr 
nd! 

2 Dome | 
Ad c: 
7 10 1 
xtort 
Vith i 
nd w 


While with a wife πe liv'd content, e 
Their loves were mutual, and ſhe innocent: 


b Aan is taken here for Pevtio, of which Thebes was 118 
capital, whore Bach's was born; and the fury that tranſport C 
people when they are Crunk, is very well compar'd to that 
wild heafls and vipers. c Medea, to be reveng'd of Jam 'l 
his inconſtancy, murder'd her own children after they 
lived together ten years with Creon king of Corinth. d \\ lf 


of 7ercns, king of Thrace, who Kkill'd her own daughters, a 57 Es 
preſented them to her huſband, becauſe he had raviſh«d "88 ie 70 

2 7 © <> U 5 
filter Pliluiiena. e Agamemnon, fon of Arteus, whote ui; — "ng 


Ovid thinks would net have been fo imprudent, if he rue 
had been conſtant, and had not raviſh'd Erifers and Cay! 
dia. 


her. & 


veral 
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But when inflam'd with ev'ry charming face, 
Her lewdneſs ſtill maintain'd an equal pace. 

Chr yjes, as fame had told her, pray'd in vain, 
Nor could by gifts his captive gel obtain; 
Mournful Hife, thy complaints ihe heard, 
And how his luſt the tedious war deferr'd, 
This tamely heard but with reſeatment view'd 
The vi tor by his beauteous ſlave ſubdu'd : 
With rage the ſaw her own neglected charms, . 
And took gi/thus to her injur'd arms. f 

Jo luſt and thame by his example led, 

Who durit fo opealy profane her bed, 


= \hat you conceal, her more obſerving eye p, 
Sg chaps betrays : with oaths the lact deny, 

and bollly give her jealouty the lie: 

Lot too ſubmiilive ſeem, nor over kind ; 

ede are the ſymptoms of a guiity mind ; 

ut no careil2s, no cadearments ſpare, 
ajoyment paciſies the angry fair. 


There are, that ſtrong provoking potions praift, 
nd nature with pernicious med cuies raul ; 

or drugs, nor herbs will what you faicy prove, 
nd I pronounce them pois'nous all in love. 

Some pepper bruis'd, with ſeeds of nettles join, 
And Clary iteep in bowis of mellow wine: g 

, is malt averſe to forc'd delights, 

xtorted flames pollute her genial rites. 

Vith fiibes tpawa thy feebie nerves recruit, 

nd with eringo's hot ſolacious root, 


E 3 The 


F E£githus, the ſon of Thy:ftes and Pelapeia, his own daugh- 
er kill'd his uncle Atreia, and his ſor Agam mon, whoſe 
wife Clytemneftra he had dcbauch'd, and was himſelf kili'd by 
r oY fon Oreſtes, to revenge the death of Agumemnon, his Fa- - 
Caſas er. g The quality of this plant is very het, acccrding to the 
eral obſervations of Dizſcoriodes, and his commentatop 


cviols, Bs for the pepper its nature à hot aud dry. 
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The goddeſs worſhip'd by th* Erycian _ 
Megara s white ſhallot, ſo faint, diſdains. % 

New eggs they take, and honey” s liquid juice, i 
And leaves and apples of the pine infuſe. 
Preſcribe no more, my muſe, nor med'cines give, 
Beauty and youth need no provocative. 


You that conceal'd your ſecret crimes before, 
Proclaim them now, now publith each amour. 
Nor tax me with inconſtancy ; we find 
The driving bark requires a veering wind : 3 
Now northern blaſts we court, now ſouthern gales, 
And ev'ry point befriends our ſhifted ſails. E 
Thus chariot-drivers, with a flowing rein 
Direct their ſteeds, then curb them in again. 
Indulgence oft corrupts the faithleſs dame, 
Secure from rivals ſhe neglects your flame. 
The mind without variety is cloy'd, 
And nauſeates pleaſures it has long enjoy'd. 
But as a fire, whoſe waſted ſtrength declines, 
Converts to aſhes, and but faintly ſhines Y 
When ſulphur's brought, the ſpreading flames return 
And growing embers with freſh fury burn: 2 
A rival thus th' ungrateful maid reclaims, 
Revive deſire, and feeds her dying flames. 
Oft make her jealous, give your fondneſs o'er, 
And teaze her often with ſome new. amour. 


Mount Eryx in Sicilly, was ſo call'd from Eryx, a ſon ci} 
Venus, who having taken a certain king call'd Burras to bel 
arms, had this chitd by him. He built a temple here to hi: 
mother, when he arriv'd to man's eſtate, who from thenc 4 
had the name of Erycinian, or Erycian : We have made bold } 
to uſe the word Erycian or Eryx for the ſake of the meaſure 
i Here Ovid certainly ſpeaks of a bulbous plant that grew u A ; 
the territory of Megara, which was of a hot quality and prof 
vocative, Allo hen and partridge eggs. The kernel of "the 1 
pine apple and piſtachos are mentioned by the author, as pre. 9 
vocatives; and Pliny obſer ves; they ſtrengthen the reins. | 

1 
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Too great, too exquiſite to be expreſt, 

That view'ſt the anguiſh of her jealous breaſt. 
Whene'er thy guilt the ſlighted beauty knows, 
She ſwoons; her voice, and then her colour goes, 
Oft wou'd my furious nymph, in burning rage, 
Aſſault my locks, and with her nails engage ; 
Then how ſhe'd weep, what piercing glances caſt ! 
And vow to hate the perjur'd wretch at laſt. 

Let not your miſtreſs long your fal ſhood mourn : 
Neglected fondneſs will to fury turn, 

But kindly claſp her in your arms again, 

And on your breaſt her drooping head ſuſtain ; 
Whilſt weeping, kiſs, amidit her tears enjoy, 
And with exceis of bliſs her rage deſtroy. 

Let her a while lament, a while complain, 

Then die with pleaſure as ihe dy'd with pain. 
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms, 
She'll ſign a pardon in your active arms. 


Happy, thrice happy youth, with pleaſures bleſt, 5 


0 


Firſt nature lay an undigeſted maſs, 

Heav'n, earth and ocean wore one common face : 
Then vaulted heav'a was fram'd, waves earth inclos'd; 
And Chaos was in beauteous forms diſpos'd ; 

'The beaits inhabit woods, the birds the air, 

And to their floods the ſcaly fry repair. 

Mankind alone enjoy'd no certain place, 

On rapin liv'd, a rude unpolith'd race: 

Caves were their houſes, herbs their food and bed, 
Whilſt each a ſavage from the other fled. 

—_ Love firit diſarm'd the fierceneſs of their mind, 

to h And in one bed the men and women join'd, 

then The youth was eager but unikill'd in joy, 

le bol- Nor was the unexperienc'd virgin coy : 

cane They knew no courtſhip, no inſtructor found, 

1d pre et they enjoy'd, and bleſs'd the pleaſing wound. 
of the The birds with conſorts propogate their Kind, 
as pre And ſporting ſiſh their ſinny beauties find; 


In 


—_ I" + io 14,46 
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In am'rous folds the wanton ſerpents twine, 
And dogs with their ſalacious females join. 
The luity bull delights his friiking dames, 


And more laſcivious goat her male inflames. 


Mares furious grow with love, their bound'ries force, 1hus 
Plunging thro' waves to meet the neighing horſe, And 
Go on, brave youth, thy geu'rous vigour try, 4 
To the reſenting maid this charm apply: 1 Ir 
Love's ſoft'ning pleaſures ev'ry grief remove, 1 Atte. 
There's nothing that can make your peace like love. The 
From drags and phflters no redreſs you'll find, 7 Ott p 
But nature with your miſtreſs will be kind. ler 
The love that's unconſtrain'd will long endure, 2 With 
Mackaon's art was falſe, but mine is ſure. & Wa 
9 Or bt 
Whilſt thus I ſung, inflain'd with nobler fire, As il 
J heard the great Ah tuneful lyre : 6 20 nl 
His haad a branch of ſpreading laurel bore, e 
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore; Diſtr 
Around he caſt diffuſive rays of light, Her ] 
Coifeiling all the god to human tight, | —_ 
Thou maſter of laſcivious arts, he ſaid, Wt. | 
To my frequented fane thy pupils lead: W: 1 
And there, inſcrib'd in characters of gold, r 
This celebrated ſentence you'll behold, 1 
Firſt know yourſelf; who to himſelf is known, !“ W 
Shall love with conduct, and his wiſhes crown.“ A 
Where nature has a haudſome face beſtow'd, " 0 
Or graceful ſhape, let both be often ſhew'd: Y Tis 
[ct ne 
Labo 
& An admirable phyſician, of whom Homer ſpeaks in tlie As fi 
2d Liad. And Diolorus wiites, that Aſculubi s left two ſons, Rece 
who were both phy ſie ans, and as {amous as himſelf, Macha 
and Padalireut, who acc] ·any'd Agamemmon to the ſiege of 
Troy, and cured wounds almoſt to a miracl-s / This was a ED 
faying of Coils the Lac:dermmnian, who was one of the ſeven =: 5. 
wiſe men of Greece. Pliny wentic ns him; and this ſaying was paces 
ſo highly eſteem'd, that twas written in letters of gold in the region 


le at Deſphos. 
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Let men of wit and humour ſilence ſhun, 

The artiſt ſing, and ſoldier bluſter on: 

Of long harangues ye eloquent take heed, 

Nor thy damn'd works thou teazing poet read. 
Thus 752545 ſpake : A juſt obedience give, 
And theſe injunctions from a god receive. 


II. 


rce, 


ſe. 


I myſteries unfold; to my advice 
Attend, ye vulgar lovers, and grow wile, 
The thriving grain in harvelt often fails, 
Oft proſp'rous winds turn adverſe to our fails : 
Few are the pleaſures, tho” the tolls are great; 
With patience mult ſubmiſſive lovers wait. 
What hares on Ae, bees on I) feed, in 
or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As ſhells on ſandy ſhores, as ſtars above, 
So num'rous are the ſure fatigues of love, 
The lady's gone abroad, you're told; tho' ſeen, 
Diſtruſt your eyes, believe her not within, 
Her lodgings on the promis'd night are cloſe, 
Reſent it not, but on the earth repoſe 
Her maid will cry with an inſulting tone, 
What makes you ſaunter here? you ſot begone. 
With moving words the cruel nymph intreat ; 
And place your garland on the bolted gate. 
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Why do I light and vulgar precepts uſe ? 

A nobler ſubject now inſpires my muſe ; 
Approaching joys I ling, ye youths draw near, 
Liſten ye happy lovers and give ear: 


region of the clouds. 


Let he labour's great, and daring is my ſong, 
Labours and great attempts to 4 belong. 

n the As from the ſacred oracles of * 
ſons, Receive theſe grand Myſterious Ts i in love. 
chaou i Look 
ge of 
— 2 m Athos is a mountain in Macedonia, or Thrace, according 
„ I Stephanus, which Xer res, As Pliny tells us, divided 1500 
* = Þ2<c5 from the continent; 'tis ſo high, that its top is above tu 
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Book 
Look down when ſhe the ogling ſpark invites, Leeb 
Nor touch the conſcious tablets when ſhe writes, 1 3 4 
Appear not jealous, tho' ſhe's much from home, 3 3 1 b 
Let her at pleaſure go, unqueſtion'd come. A 7 * 
This crafty huſbands to their wives permit, 1] 15 
And learn, when ſhe's engag'd to wink at it. * 700 
I my own frailties, modeſtly confeſs ; Thou 


And bluſhing, give thoſe precepts I tranſgreſs, 4 Never 
Shall I, with patience the known ſignal hear, X $1.1 
Retire, and leave a happy rival there. | | 


5 43 The c1 

What, tamely ſuffer the provoking wrong, Nets t 
F ' * 4 , 

And be afraid to uſe my hands or tongue ! jou 


C25 i114s huſband kiſs'd her in my ſight: andn 
beat the ſaucy fool, and ſeiz'd my right. 3 The g. 
J, like a fury, for my nymph engage, df 


And like a mad man, when I mats her, rage. | — 0 
My paſſion ſtill prevails, convinc'd I yield! 3 She _ 
He that ſubmits to this is better ſkill'd. o fu 
Expoſe not, tho' you find her guilty flame, 4 dg 
Leſt ſhe abandon modeſty and ſhame : 2 Ws wo 
Conceal her faults, no ſecret crimes upbraid ; 4 At 4 

Nothing's ſo fond as a ſuſpected maid. Fran 
Diſcover'd love increaſes with deſpair. I Their 
When both alike the guilt and ſcandal ſhare; Pow 
All ſenſe of modeſty they loſe in time, Y 8 
Whilſt each encourages the other's crime. 4 Ws he 
Io att 


In heav'n this ſtory's fam'd above the reſt, Foun 
Amongſt the immortal drolls a ſtanding jeſt : 3 ad . 
How Vulcan two tranſgreſſing lovers caught, a'; 
And ev'ry god a pleas'd ſpeQator brought. 3 


Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty flame, -j move 
Neglected war, and own'd a lover's name: 2 
To his defires the queen of love inclin'd ; 7 
No nymph in heav'n's ſo willing, none ſo kind, Meant 
Oft the laſcivious fair, with ſcornful pride, I ©... 2 
Wauld Vulcan's foot, and ſooty hands deride: once 
vel rival's! 
ters, an 


1 8 
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Vet both with decency their paſſion bore, 

And modeſtly conceal'd the cloſe amour. 

But by the ſun betray'd in their embrace, 

(For what eſcapes the ſun's obſerving rays?) 

He told th' affronted god of his diſgrace. 

Ah foolith ſun ! and much unſkill'd in love, 

Thou halt an ill example ſet above! 

Never a fair offending nymph betray, 

X She'll gratefully oblige you ev'ry way: 

he crafty ſpouſe around her bed prepares 

Nets that deceive the eye, and ſecret ſnares ; 
journey feigns, th' impatient lovers met, 1 

And naked were expos'd to YVulcan's net. 

he gods deride the criminals in chains, 

And ſcarce from tears the queen of love refrains: 

Nor could her hands conceal her guilty face, 

She wants that cover for another place. 

To ſurly 4 a gay ſpe-tator faid, 

Why ſo uneaſy in that envy'd bed, 

On me transfer your chains; I'll freely come 

For your releaſe, and ſuſfer in your room. 

At length, kind Neptun, freed by thy deſires, 

al goes to Crete, to Paphos the retires, 5 

Their love augmented with revengeful fires 

Now converſant with infamy and jhame, 

: They ſet no bounds to their licentious flame. 

But honeſt /u/c:r, what was thy pretence 

To at ſo much unlike a god of ſenſe ? 

They fin in public, you the ſhame repent, 

Convinc'd that loves increaſe with puniſhment. 

Tho” in your power, a rival ne'er expoſe, 


Never his intercepted joys diſcloſe : 5 


This 


n Lemnos, as the poet ſays, an iſland in the Agean ſea, over 
againſt mount Athos, according to Pliny. Phæſtia and Myrine 
were two cities in it, in ancient times, whither, during the ſol. 
ſlice, the mountain ufed to ſend its ſhade. o Paphos is a ci- 
= ty mn Cyprus, conſecrated to Venus. p He means intercepting a 
Yet I rival's letter, and diſcovering the contents. To intercept let- 

ers, and diyulge a ſecret, was a crime puniſhable by the laws, 
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Book 
This TI command, Venus commands the ſame, on ſ. 
Who hates the ſnares ſhe once ſuſtain'd with ſhame, I ut bo 
R «4 C . hey t 
V/hat impious wretch will Ceres rites expole, / 711 the 
Or Js ſolemn myſteries diſcloſe ! Nut me 
His witty torments 7 a!:7a/1-4 deſerves, r o pro 
89 :d viewing banquets ſtarves, 
That thirſts in waves, and viewing bang J MW 
But Vent moſt in ſecrecy delights 5 ö nd fu 
Away, ye bablers, from her filent rites ! nd he 
No pomp her myſteries attend, no noiſe, nd dit 
No ſounding braſs proclaims the p Joys: uro 
With folded arms the happy pair poſſeſs, hen 1 
Nor ſhould the fond betraying tongue OO. r cha 
Thoſe raptures, which no language _ expreſs. eny'd 
When naked Yer ut caſts her robes afi e, f rn 
The parts obſcure her hands extended hide: o, jeal 
No girl on propagating beaſts will gaze, erer 
But hangs her head and turns away her face. he ſuf 
We darken'd beds and doors for love provide; er nan 
What nature cannot, decent habits e : * r ma! 
Love darkneſs courts, at moſt a glimm'ring light 3 
; f f blige the ſight port, 
To raiſe our joys, and juſt oblige the fig hy 
E'er happy men beneath the roof were laid, 8 wich 
When oaks provided them with food and lhade ; all h 
Some gloomy cave receiv d the wanton pair; led 
| . | 1 > U a 

For liglit too modeſt, and unſhaded ir! N 
From public view they decently retir d, ww 


And ſecretly perform d what love inſpii d. Bu 
2 U [ I 


1 1 * thi va Mn 
by baniſhment, or interdiction of fire and water, by v hich 1 f 1 
underftcod exile. g his is a ſimile, and ſtews us, twas not 1 
140 5 X 0 „ 9 5 * - 
lav ful to reveal the myſteries of Ceres 1 lie proves by ty 4 
example of 7 anialus, thar no man ſhould reveal tecrets. ro 2 
% Di % 
tals, fo Diadorts tells us, was the ſon or Ny In: — 
104 * , 2 \ , * * 
ally rich and renown ie duct in [7 
nymph Plota, equally we, 
Fe · and wes ſavour'd by the gods for the dignity of h 
bi:th ; but having been tele fome of their ſec rets, and C1vus 
ging them to mertals, hc was thrown inte hell for his crimes 
wi cre lus puniſhment was what Gvid tells us. 
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ow ſcarce a modiſh fop about the town, 

Nut boaſts with whom, how often, and where done; 
* hey taſte no pleaſure, reliſh no delight, 

in they recount what paſs'd the happy night. 
Mut men of honour always thought it baſe, 

o proſtitute each kinder nymph's embrace; 

ves. o blaſt her ſame, and vainly hurt his own, 

nd furniſh ſcandal for a lewd lampoon. 

nd here I muſt ſome guilty arts accuſe, 

nd diſingenuous ſhifts that lovers uſe, 

No wrong the chaſte and innocent abuſe. 

hen long repuls'd, they find their courtſhip vain, 
er character with infamy they ſtain: 

eny'd her perſon, they debauch her fame, 

nd brand her innocence with public ſhame. 

o, jealous fool, the injur'd beauty guard, 

et ev'ry door be lock'd, and window barr'd! 

he ſuff' ring nymph remains expos'd to wrong, 
er name's a proſtitute to ev'ry tongue; 

r malice will with joy the lie receive, 


me, 


„ 7 


ht Jeport, and what it wiſhes true, believe. 
e With care conceal whate'er defects you ſind. 
o all her faults ſeem like a lover blind. 
ed And: omeda when Perſeus view'd, 
e ſaw her faults, but yet pronounc'd them good, 
lromache was tall, yet ſome report, 
Bu: cr Hector was fo blind, he thought her ſhort, 
e firſt what's nauſeous, leſſens by degrees. 
2 JF oung loves are nice, and difficult to pleaſe. 
3 "= 43 he infant plant that bears a tender rind, 
1 tue Peels to and fro with ev'ry breath of wind: 
Ta- Hut ſhooting upwards to a tree at laſt, 
ac) (10 tems the ſtorm, and braves the ſtrongeſt blaſt, 
2 Fe ime will defects and blemiſhes endear, 
Cu nd make them lovely to your eyes appear : 
crime, nufual ſcents at firſt may give offence ; 


Wine reconciles them to the vanquiſh'd ſenſe, 
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Nor aſtz her age, conſult no regiſter, I wht - 


Under whoſe reign ſhe's born, or what's the year 1 Mellou 


64 OVTD's Ax T of Love. Book I 


Her vices ſoften with ſome kinder phraſe; 

If ſhe is ſwarthy as the negro's face, / 

Call ita graceful brown, and that complex1on praiſe, 
The ruddy laſs muſt be like Yenus fair, 

Or like Minerva that has yellow hair. 

If pale and meagre, praiſe her ſhape and youth, 
Active when ſmall, when groſs ſhe's plump & ſmoct, 
Ev*ry exceſs by ſoft'ning terms diſguiſe, A 
And in ſome neighb'ring virtue hide each vice, 


If fading youth chequers her hair with white, ro H. 
Experience makes her perſect 1 in delight; r 65 
In her embrace ſublimer joys are found, 4 ut he 


A fruitful ſoil, and cultivated ground! 

The hours enjoy whilſt youth and pleaſure laſt, 
Age hurries on, and death purſues too faſt, 

Or plough the ſeas or cultivate the land, 

Or weild the ſword in thy advent'rous hand : 
Or much in love thy nervous ſtrength employ, 


SRI! C1 


One 
Retire, 
Vhat c 
Vhat 1 


Embrace the fair, the grateful maid enjoy ; Here ! 
Pleaſures and wealth reward thy pleaſing pains, nſpire 
The labour's great, but greater far the gains. Thus 7 
Add their experience in affairs of love, a.,! 
For years and practice do alike 1 improve; z nenn 
Their arts repair the injuries of time, ar 
And {till preſerve them in their charming prin; 
In vary 'd ways they att the pleaſure o'er, E 
Not pictur'd poſtures can improve you more,, 
To: geteſta 
Drive e 


—_— 7 the 
The Greeks called the people who lived above Maced 4 ern co 
and Thrace, as far as C Honig and Theſprotus to the Dar ecks hi 
Illyrians, according to Appian ; which name was given the ſo e 
from 1//yrus the fon of Pollyþbemus and Galatea. 7 He ipeas I Mts thing 
of obſccue pictures repreſenting nudities, and diſſerent poſtursY | bſtain fr: 
There are too many of theſe infamous paintings in our cg niloſoph 
times, and ?tis pity the uſe of ſnuff has given occaſion to inte 
duce them into companies, where ſuch things ſhould be be 


"4 
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They want no court{hip to provoke delight, 

But meet your warmth with eager appetite : 
Give me enjoyment when the willing dame v 
Glows with deſires, and burns with equal flame. 
J love to hear the ſoft tranſporting joys, 

The frequent ſighs, and tender murm'ring voice: 
Jo ſee her eyes with vary'd pleatures move, 
And all the nymph conſeſs the pow'r of love, 
Nature's not thus indulgent to the young, 

Cheſe joys alone to riper years belong. 

uo youth enjoys, drinks crude unready wine, 
et age your girl, and ſprightly juice refine, 
lellow their ſweets, and make the taſte divine. 
lo Helen who'd Hermiæne prefer, 


, 
Or Gorge think beyond her mother fur : 
ut he that covets the experienc'd dame, 
all crown his joys, and triumph in his flame, 
it, 
One conſcious bed receives che happy pair: 
Wctire, my mule ; the door demands thy care. ww 
; WV hat charming words, what tender things are ſaid, 
af Vhat language flows without thy uſeleſs aid ! 
here ſhall the roving hand employment find, 
NS, nſpire new flames, and make ev'n virgins kind, 
ö. hus Hectar did Andromache delight, 
I';r in love victorious, as in fight, 
Vhen weary from the field Achilles came, 
us with delays he rais'd Brizis' flame. 
rin F 2 Ali p 
E, t $ * o 1 * * 
Tue geteſtation. v From this an the following verſes we may 
errccive our port abhor'd the gallantry too much practis'd a- 
ong the Romans then, and ſtaliant now, as well as in the 
au altera countries. av Oπu,, who has advenccd a little too far, 
Da: hecks his mule, and bids her give back. He tells his muſe 
—_— ſo every man ſhon!4 tell himſelf, even in the moſt excel- 
e ſrc ent things; when we are arrived at a certain point, we ſhould 
poſturs 4 Wan from laymg any more, we ſhould enjoy the charms os 
our ou loſophy retir'd, and by ourſelves. 
to int 
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Ah, could thoſe arms, thoſe fatal hands delight! 
Inſptre kind thoughts, and raife the appetite ! 
Cou'dit thou, fond maid, be charm'd with his embrace, 


Stain'd with the blood of half thy royal race? — 
Nor yet with ſpeed the fleeting pleaſure waſte, = f 
Still moderate your love's impetuous haſte : \ hate) 
The baſhful virgin, tho' appearing coy, ad le: 
Detains your hand, and hugs the proffer'd joy, et hin 
Then view her eyes with humid luſtre bright, MR 577 
Sparkling with rage, and trembling with delight, aſcribe 
Her kind complaints, her melting accents hear, Th 
The eye ſhe charms, and wounds the liſt ning ear, | 5 
Defer not then the claſping nymph's embrace, em 1 
But with her love maintain an equal pace : 
Raiſe to her heights the tranſports of your ſoul, J This 
And fly unitcd to the happy goal, — 
Obſerve theſe precepts when with leiſure bleſt, 
No threat'ning fears your private hours moleſt; 
When danger's near, your active force employ, 
And urge with eager ſpeed the haſty joy. 8 


Then ply your oars, then practiſe this advice. 
And ſtrain with whip and ſpur to gain the prize. J 


The work's compleat, triumphant palms prepar 
With flow'ry wreaths adorn thy flowing hair. 
As to the Greeks was Podalirius' art, 7} 
Lo heal with medicines the afllicted part: 4 
Neſlor's advice, Achilles arms in field, 
Automedon for chariot-driving ſkill'd; 

As Calchas could explain the myſtic bird, x 
And Telamon cou'd wield the brandiſh'd ſword: = 
yu 

4 

x Calchas was the ſon of Theor, as Homey writes in his fe 4 
Iliad, famous for his ſkill in the art of divination which i 
learnt of Apollo, He accompanied the Greeks to the licg* 0 b 
Troy, though he was himlelt a Trajan, if we may believe Io 3 
Cretenſs; but, ſays he, *twas by Apollo's order. And Seri) 


es informs us, that finding Mop/us excelled him in lus o 
art, he died of grief. 
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uch to the town may fam'd inſtructions prove, 
go much I am renown'd for arts of love. 

le ev'ry youth ſhall praiſe, extol my name, 
And o'er the globe diffuſe my laſting fame, 
arms provide againſt the ſcornful fair, 

'hus Viilcan arm'd Achilles for the war. 
Vhatever youth ſhall with my aid o'ercome, 
ad lead his Amazon in triumph home; y 
et him that conquers, and enjoys the dame, 
n gratitude for his inſtructed flame, 

aſcribe the ſpoils with my auſpicious name. 


WA 


The tender girls my precepts next demand, 
hem I commit to a more {Kilful hand, 


This he ſpeaks by way of metaphor for ſome lady hard te 
overcome. 
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HE men are arm'd, and for the ſight prepare; 
And now we mult inſtruct and arm the fair. 

Both ſexes, well appointed, take the field, 

And mighty love determine which ſhall yield. 

Mea were 1gnoble, when thus arm'd, to thew 

Unequal force againſt a naked foe : | 

No glory from ſuch conqueſt can be gain'd, 

And odds are always by the brave diſdain'd. 


But, ſome exclaim, what frenzy rules your mind? 
Would you increaſe the craft of woman-kind ! 
Teach them new wiles and arts! as well you may 
Inſtruct a ſnake to bite, or wolf to prey. 

But ſure too hard a cenſure they purſue, 

Who charge on all, the failings of a few. 

Examine, firſt, impartially each fair, 

Then, as the merits, or condemn, or ſpares, 

If Menelaus, and the King of men, a 

With juſtice, of their ſiſter-wives complain; 

If falſe Zri-hy/c forſook her faith, b 

And for reward procur'd her huſband's death; 
Penelope 


a Agamemnon and Menelais, two brothers, married two 
Aſters, Clytemmeflra and Helena, daughters of Tyudarus, king 
of Lacedemon 6 Eriphyle, daughter of Talaon, queen of Ars 


| 
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The prince ſo far for piety renown'd, 

To thee, Eliza was unfaithful found; en: 
To thee forlorn, and languithing with grief, = Bea: 
His ſword alone he luft, thy laſt relief. = Now, 
Ye ruin'd nymphs, all 1 the cauſe 1mpart = Enjoy 
Of all your woes: Twas want of needfal art, or ro 
Love, of itſelf, too quickly will expire; Nor h 
But pow'rful art perpetuates deſire. Think 
Women had yet their ignorance bewail'd, For ex 


And I 
I've ſe 
The b 


Had not this art by Yer.us been reveal'd. 


Before my fight the Cyprian goddeſs ſhone, 


And thus ſhe ſaid; © what have poor women done! With 
& Why 1 13 that weak, defenceleſs ſex expos'd ; And ſ 
« On ev'ry fide, by men well-arm'd, enclos'd ? And 5 
& Twice are the men inſtrudted by the muſe, Wil! 
© Nor mult ſhe now to teach the ſex reſuſe. None, 
© The bard who injur'd Helen in his ſong, i Nor v 
% Recanted after, and redreſs'd the wrong. Then 
„And you, if on my favour you depend, = \\ hoſ 
“% The cauſe of women, while you live, defend.“ 

This ſaid, a myrtle ſprig, which berries bore, Ala 
She gave me (for a myrtle wreath ſhe wore.) How 
The gift received, my ſenſe enlighten'd grew. And 
And from her preſence inſpiration drew. she fr 


She g. 
And t 
The £ 
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Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconftin'd, 4 
And hear my precepts, while the prompts my mind 
Ei 


ten went to the ſea-ſide, expecting to mect him. The port i 
Stehicharus, on whole lips a nigh. tingale ſung when he was 2 Bll 
child, a ſure prognoſtic of his being a ſamo us poet. i P:/ Wl 
writes this of him. IIe wrote a bitter ſatyr againſt Heleu, ior Bl 
which her brothers Caftor and Pollux plucked out his eyes 

but ſomctime after he was reſtored to his ſight, having recart- 
ed in his Pallinodia, a poem quite conirary to the former. 


*T'is certain that none can make too much haſte to acquire the 9 vu 
good graces of philofophy and fine learning; for which ll me pai 
youth, genius, and the ſtrength of maturity are nec: if ſnair 5 
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Ev'n now in bloom of youth, and beauty's prime, 
Beware of coming age, nor waſte your time: 

Now, while you may, and rip'aing years invite, 
Enjoy the ſeaſonable, ſweet delight. 

For rolling years, like ſtealing waters, glide : 

Nor hope to ſtop their ever-ebbing tide. 

Think not, hereafter will the loſs repay ; 

For ev'ry morrow will the taſte decay, 

And leave leſs reliſh than the former day. 

I've ſeen the time, when, on that wither d thorn, 
The blooming roſe vy'd with the bluſhing morn. / 
With fragrant wreaths I then have deck'd ray head, 
And ſee how leaf-leſs now, and how decay d! 

And you, who now the love-fick youth reject, 
Will prove, 1n age, what pains attend neglect, 
None, then, will preſs upon your midnight hours, 
Nor wake, to ſtre your ſtreet with morning flow'is. 
Thea nightly knockings at your doors will ceaſe 
Whoſe noiſeleſs hammer, then, may ruſt in peace. 


De! 


77 


Alas, how ſoon a clear complexion fades! 
How ſoon 2 wrinkled {kin plump fleſh invades ! 
And what avails it, tho? the fair one ſwears 
She from her infancy had ſome grey hairs ; 

She grows all hoary in a few more years, 

And then the venerable truth appears. 

The ſnake his ſx1n, the deer his horns may caſt, 
And both renew their youth and vigour paſt: 
But no receipt can human-kind relieve, 

Doom'd to decrepid age, without reprieve. 

Then crop the flower which yet invites your eye, 
And which, ungather'd, on its {talk muſt die. 
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cr. 4 Ws 
ger the 4 When a ſair lady bes ont-lived her charms, who will be at 
* 12 the pains of breaking her windows or doors out of rage or de- 
LOCK L* 


ſpair: The ſecond verſe alludes to a picct of gallantry in uſe 


among the Roman lovers, to ſtro flowers before the doors of 
their miſtreſies, 
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Beſides, the tender ſex 1s form'd to bear, 


ook 


Beaut 


And frequent births too ſoon will youth impair : et tc 
Continual harveſt wears the fruitful field, SA rt h. 
And earth itſelf decays, too often till'd, lay 
Thou didſt not, Cynthia, ſcorn the La!mian ſwain; u 3 In anc 
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus diſdain ; Men! 
The Papbian queen, who, for Adonis fate Ne A. 
So deeply mourn'd, and who laments him yet, A ſold 
Hath not been found inexorable fince ; , 

Witneſs Harmonia, and the Dardan prince, n eren 
Then take example, mortals, from above, Maden 
And like immortals live, and like 'em love. And y. 
Refuſe not thoſe delights which men require, With 1 
Nor let your lovers languiſh with deſire. WV hich 
Falſe tho' they prove, what loſs can you ſuſtain; Mhis c: 
There let a thouſand take, twill all remain. ome o 
Tho' couſtant uſe, ev'n flint and ſteel impairs. That Ic 
What you employ no diminution fears. nen 
Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny? And wi 
Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? as he 
Still women Jole, you cry, if men obtain: Net anc 
What do they loſe, that's worthy to retain? ut me 
Think not tliis ſaid to proſtitute the ſex, Not, th 
But undeccive whom needleſs fears perplex. ad dif 
Por for 

Thus far a gentle breeze ſupplies our ſail, ad tr 
Now launch'd to ſea, we aik a briiker gale, ut tha 
And firit, we treat of dreſs. The well dreſs'd vine, Mund po 
Produces plumpeſt grapes, and richeſt wane ; 4 

And plenteons crops of golden grain are found, 

Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground, =... 
1 Beau- 2 lan. þ *j 
ad wi. 
TR R 1 oundat io: 
m Endymion, with whom, according to that fable, the a vo ſorts. 
fell in love, and deicended to converſe with him on mou"! I red matt 
Lamos in Caria ; becauſe, as Pliny ſays, he was the firſt who 3 he temple 
obſerved the motion of that planet. A Harmonic or Her mint amcus 1; 
daughter of Mar: and Venus, was inarried te Gadmus. Di 5 Nſcribes. 


dorus, who calls her Harmonia, makes her the daughter 0 i 
Jupiter and Electra, but agrees that ſhe was Cadmus's wiic | 
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Beauty's the gift of gods, the ſex's pride! 

et to how many is that gift deny'd? 
Art helps a face; a face, tho' heavenly fair, 

lay quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In ancient days, if women {lighted dreſs, 
nen men were ruder too, and lik'd it leſs. 
If He's ſpouſe was clad in ſtubborn ſtuff, » 
A ſoldier's wife became it well enough. 
x, to ſhield his ample breaſt, provides 
eren lulty bulls, and tan'd their ſturdy hid-s: 
WA nd might not he, d'ye think, be well careſs'd, 
SA nd yet his wife was elegantly dreſs'd ? 

With rude ſimplicity K firlt was built, 
BW hich now we ſee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt, 
Inis capitol with that of old compare; 
home other 7, you'd think was worthip'd there, 
hat lofty pile where ſenates dictate law, 5 
hen / 2/14 reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with ftraw: 
And where Apollo's fane refulgent ſtands, 9 
Nas hcretoſore a tract of paſture lands. 
Net ancient manners other men delight ; 
Nut me the modern pleaſe, as more polite. 
Not, that materials now in gold are wrought, 
ad diſtant ſhores for orient pearls are ſought : 
Nor for, that hills exhauſt their marble veins, 

and ſtructures riſe whoſe bulk the fea reſtrains: 
Nat that the world is civiliz'd of late, 

vine, d polith'd from the ruſt of former date, 


T > OP Let 


II. 


n; 


„ N 
* 


o Andromache is always repreſented as a plain ſort of a wo- 
ian. Þ be capitol was a hill in Rome, fo call'd from a man's 
ead which was found there as the Romans were digging the 
ounlation of the temple of Jupiter. Varro writes, th w:re 


Beau - 


e M000 so ſorts of courts in the capitol; one for the deliberating ſa- 
; mouſt I red matters, and the other for affairs of ſtate. 9 Meaning 
rſt wi 1 ke temple Augu/tus buiit near his palace, and joining to the 
1 101197 mus library of Greek and Latin books which Progerius well 
Fm | 


ghter 0 1 
$ WIG | 


76 OVID's ART of Lovs, Book III Bool 
Let not the nymph with pendents load her ear, Na 
Nor in embroid'ry, or brocade appear; The! 
Joo rich a dreſs may ſometimes check deſire, Men 
And cleanlineſs more animate love's fire. Loſt 1 
The hair diſpos'd, may gain or loſe a grace, Wom 
And much become, or miſ- become the face. And: 
What ſuits your features, of your glaſs enquire, The 
For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire. t 
A face too long ſhou'd part and flat the hair, But o 
| Leſt, upward comb'd, the length too much appear; Yor n 
| So La»damia dreſs'd. A face too round and e 
Shou'd ſhew the ears, and with a tow'r be crow'd, 
On either ſhoulder, one, her locks diſplays ; _ co 
Adorn'd like /h#bus, when he ings his lays : Larici 
Another, all her treſſes ties behind; XS What 
So dreſs d Viana hunts the fearful hind. cn 
Diſhevell'd locks moſt graceful are to ſome ;' one, u 
Others, the binding fillets more become. cn a 
Some plait, like ſpiral ſhells, their braded hair, With 3 
Others, the looſe and waving curl prefer. As if t 
But, to recount the ſeveral dreſſes worn, r Some o 
Which artfully each ſev'ral face adorn, With t. 
Were endleſs, as to tell the leaves on trees, And ſo 
The beaſts on Alpine hills, or V) a's bees. Nach is 
Many there are, who ſeem to ſlight all care, | 
And with a pleaſing negligence enſnare ; 
Whole mornings, oft, in ſuch a dreſs are ſpent, * 
And all is art, that looks like accident. 3 backs no 
With ſuch diſorder 4% was grac'd, / n the hi 
When great 4:c:des firſt the nymph embrac'd, Een; for 
So Ariadne came to 7a chus? bed, E * dy 
When with the conqueror from Crete ſhe fled. Pack the 
Na- heir age, 
cit dy: 
? By this we perceive the Roman ladies were as fond of i 3 cnet x 
ſhions as the French, or the Engli/h, too much their imitato:s BY _ the 
FJ Tole, daughter of Evurytus, king of Occhalia, and Herculus 3 C 4 * 
wife. He took her from her father by force, becauſe the king e the f 
| wou'd not conſent to it, when he return'd from Ætolia, wir Wl _ 


he had marry'd Dcianiras 
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Nature, indulgent to the ſex, repays: 
The loſſes they ſuſtain, by various ways. 
Men ill ſupply thoſe hairs they ſhed in age, ? 
Loft like autumnal leaves, when north winds rage. 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks diſguiſe, v 
And art gives colour which with nature vies : 


- SE The well-wove tow'rs they wear, their own arc 
1 thought, 
But only are their own, as what they've bought, 
ear: Nor need they bluſh to buy heads ready dreſs'd, 


nnd chuſe, at public ſhops to ſuit 'em belt, 
w'd, BY 
Coſtly apparel let the fair one fly. 
Enrich'd with gold, or with the 7 yrian dye. ww 
= hat folly mult in ſuch expence appear, 
hen more becoming colours are leſs dear? 
None, with a dye is ting'd of lovely blue, 
ach as, thro? air ſerene the ſky we view. 
r, Wich yellow luſtre ſee another ſpread, 
As if the golden fleece compos'd the thread, x 
Bome of the ſea- green wave the caſt diſplay ; 
With this, the nymphs their beauteous forms array; 
And ſome, the ſaffron hue will well adorn; 
Puch is the mantle of the bluſhing morn, 


G 2 Of 


: Pliny obſerves, that women rarely ſhed their hair, eu- 
uchs not at all; and no body, if we may believe him, neither 
n the hind part of the heads, nor about their temples and 
Ears; for there is no animal that turns bald, except man. v 
hey dy'd their hair with the juice of herbs, according to the 
aſhions of the Germans, who make uſe of certain herbs to 
lack their hair, or dye them of any other colour, to diſguiſe 
beir age, and appear young. wv The Tyrian ſcarlet was the 
ieſt dye in the world. The colour like that of Phryxus's 


d of -n. „ He was the ſon of Athamas, king of Thehes ; and to 
\itat0;s 7 21d the anger of Ino, his mother-in-law, fled with his ſiſter 
rene upon a ram with a golden fleece, His ſiſter tumbling 
he king to the fea, gave it the name of Helle/pont ; but he arriving 


Chalcos, ſacrificed the ram to Mars, who plac'd it in the 
odlac, and hung up his golden fleece in the temple, conſecra- 
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Of myrtle-berries, one, the tincture ſhows ; lb A 1 
In this, of amethyſts, the purple glows, now 
And that, more 1mitates the paler roſe, In tha 
Nor T hracian cranes forget, whoſe ſilv'ry plume, May f 
Give patterns, which employ the mimic looms, But, ft 
Nor almond, nor the cheſnut dye diſclaim, Wan b 
Nor others, which from wax derive their name, Tho! a 


As fields you find, with various flow'rs o'erſpre:4M C Leſt, 1 


When vineyards bud, and winter's froſt is fled Who 1 
So var1ous are the colours you may try, All da 
Of which the thirſty wool imbibes the dye. And ti 
Try ev'ry one, what beſt becomes you, wear; = The w 
For no complexion all alike can bear. Marro 
If fair the {kin, black may become it beſt, Nor cl 
In black the lovely fair B iνον dreſs'd, fror m. 
If brown the nymph, let her be cloath'd in whit: Which 
Audromeda ſo charm'd the wond'ring fight, Even! 
& All ot! 
I need not warn you of too pow'rful ſmells, Rude 
Which, ſometimes health, or kindly heat expels. WF As onc 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care Think 
The caſual growth of all unſeemly hair. = Which 
Tho? not to nymphs of Cauca/us 1 ſing, y While 
Nor ſuch who taſte remote the 1 Van ſpring ; WE Lock'd 
Yet, let me warn you, that thro' no neglect, = Add th 
You Jet your teeth diſcloſe the leaſt defect. = Your r 
Yon know the uſe of ue to make you fair, For ma 
And how, with red, loſt colour to repair : And ſe 
Imperfect eye-brows you by art can mend, MW Thoſe | 
And kin, when wanting, o'er a ſcar extend. = Gilded 
Nor necd the fair one be atham'd, who tries, 7 
By art to add new luſtre to her eyes. 13 
A |: 
2 = = Pl: 
ting it to Mars under the hernia of the dragon. y Cav | a 33 
is a mountain which ſtretches itſelf from the Fr AL- Indies k who mat 
mount Taurus, and goes by ſeveral names, according as ſaid, and 
inhat ited by ſeveral nations; but being always cover '4 wi praiſed þ 


ſmow in ſome places, *tis call'd Caucaſus, which in the o. ict 
ſignifies white, as Ptolemy, witneſſech. 
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A little book I've made, but with great care, 
How to preſerve the face, and how repair ; 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'd, 


mes May ſee, what pains to pleaſe *em I've employ'd. 
8. But, ſtill beware, that from your lover's eye. 

You keep conceal'd the med'cines you apply: 
ne. Tho' art aſſiſts, yet muſt that art be hid, 


Leſt, whom we would invite, it ſhould forbid, 
Who would not take offence, to ſee a face 

All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greaſe? 
And tho' your unguents bear the H name, 
= The wool's unſav'ry ſcent is ſtill the ſame, 
Marrow of ſtags, nor your Pomatums try, 

Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by ; 
For many things when done afford delight, 

S Which yet, while doing, may offend the fight. 
Ern Miro's ſtatues, which for art ſurpaſs 2 
All others, once were but a ſhapeleſs maſs ; 
Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn, 
As once the robe you wear was wool unſhorn. 
Think how that ſtone rough in the quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfect /er.us ſhews to view. 

While we ſuppoſe you ſleep, repair your face, 
Lock'd from obſervers, in ſome ſecret place: 
Add the laſt hand, before yourielves you ſhow; 
By Your need of art, why ſhould your lover know? 
For many things, when moſt conceal'd are beſt: 

And few of ſtrict enquiry bear the teſt. 
Thoſe figures which in theatres are ſeen 
W Gilded without, are common wood within. 


G 3 Buat- 


2 Pliny vrrites there were two famous ſtatuaries of this name; 
ene a Lycian Polycletes's diſciple, who flouriſhed in the $7th 


_ Olympiad ; the other a native of Elriithera, Ageladis's diſ iple; 
- 78 who made that admirable brazen cow, of which ſo much 1s 
8 * ſaid, and ſeveral other pieces of ſcolpture wiich are mighty 
Er d VE ; 


praiſed by antiquity, 
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But no ſpectators are allow'd to pry, 
Jill all is finiſh'd which allures the eye. 


Book III. 


Yet, I muſt own, it oft affords delight 
To have the fair one comb her hair in fight ; 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her ſhoulders ſpread. 
But let her look, that ſhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while {he's ſo employ'd. 
Let her not ſoon undo, with pecviſh haſte 
All that her woman does; who does her beſt. 
I hate a vixen, that her maid aſlails, 
And ſcratches, with her bodkin, or her nails; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muſt mourn, 
And her heart curſes, what her hands adorn. 


Let her who has no hair, or has but ſome, 
Plant centinels before her dreſſing- room: 
Or in the fane of the good goddeſs dreſs, 
Where all the male-kind are debar'd acceſs. 


*Tis ſaid, that I (but 'tis a tale devis'd)- 
A lady at her toilet once ſurpriz'd ; 
Who ſtarting, ſnatch'd in haſte the tow'r ſhe wore, 
And in her hurry plac'd the hinder part before, 
But on our foes fall ev'ry ſuch diſgrace, 
Or barb'rous beautics of the /*a-74:4/, race, 
VUngrateful 'tis to ſee without a horn | 
The lofty hart, whom branches beſt adorn, 
A leafleſs tree, or an unverdant mead ; 
And as ungrateful is a hairleſs head. 


But think not, theſe inſtructions are deſign'd 
For firſt-rate beauties, of the ſiniſu'd kind; 
Not to a Semis, or /.od: bright, 


Nor an Europa, theſe my rules I write; a 
Nor 


a The Sidonian Europa, daughter of Agenor, king of Pla- 
#icia, whom Jupiter ſell in love with, and raviſhed her in the 


Hape of a bull; He carry'd her to Crete, and the there brov; ht 
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Nor the fair Helen do I teach; whoſe charms 
Stir'd up Atridis, and all Greece, to arms : 
Thee to regain, well was that war begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won, 

What lover or what huſband, would not fight 
In ſuch a cauſe, where both are in the rigin ? 


| At Ne * if 


K X , 
= EET 


The.croud I teach ſome homely and ſome fair 
But of the former ſort the larger ſhare, 
The handſome leait require tie help of art, 
Rich in themſelves, and pleas'd with nature's part, 
When calm the ſea, at eaſe the pilot hes, 
But all his tkill exerts when ſtorms ariſe. 


rn, Faults in your perſon, or your face correct: 


And few are ſeen that have not ſome defect. 

The nymph too ſhort, her ſeat ſhould ſeldom quit, 

Leſt when ſhe ſtands, the may be thought to ht ; 

And when extended on her couch ſhe lies, 

Let length of petticoats conceal her ſize. 

The lean of thick-wrought {tuff her cloaths ſhou'd. 
chuſe, 

And fuller made than that the plumper uſe. 

If pale, let her the crimſon juice apply; 

If ſwarthy, to the Phariyn varniſh fly. 6 

A leg too lank tight garters {til} muſt wear; 

Nor ihould an ill-haped ſoot be ever bare. 

Round ſhoulders, bolſtered will appear the leaſt, c 

And lacing ſtrait confines too full a breaſt. 


PPP RIS ER; 
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7Ore, 
e. 


Whoſe. 
him three ſons, Minos, Radamanthus, and Sarpedou. Alter 
that Afterius having no children, marcy'd her, adopted Fupi- 
ter's ſons, and left his kingdom to thein, as Diodorus informs 
us. Europa is called the Sidonian, from the city of Sidon, 
built by the Phenicians. b Pharos was a little iiland at the 
mouth of the Nile, near the port of Alexandria, where an- 
ciently ſtood a high ſtately tower, reckoned one of the feven 
wonders of the world. Ptolemy Philadelphus ſpent 8c0 talents 
in building it. We read of it in Caſur's Commentaries. In 
this iſland were ahundance of crocodilcs, the entraits of which 
were excellent to take off frecklcs or ſpots of the face, and 
whiten the ſkin. The ſame invention is uſed in our days 
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Whos fingers are too fat, and nails too coarſe, 
Should always ſhun much geſture in diſcourſe, 


And you, whoſe breath 1s touch'd, this caution take, 


Nor faſting, nor too near another, ſpeak. 

Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 
Whoſe teeth are- black, uneven, or unſound; 
You'd hardly think how much on this depends, 
And how a laugh, or ſpoils a face or mends 
Gape not too wide, leit you diſcloſe your gums, 
And loſe the dimple which the cheek becomes. 
Nor let your ſides too ſtrong concuſſions ſhake, 
Leſt you the ſoftneſs of the lex forſake. 

In ſome, diſtortions quite the face diſguiſe ; 
Another laughs, that you would think ſhe cries, 
In one, too hoarſe a voice we hear betray'd, 


Another's is as harſh as if the bray'd. 


What cannot art attain! many, with eaſe, 


Havelearn'd to weep, both when and how they pleakÞ 


Others, thro? afteQtation liſp ; and find, 
In imperſection, charms to catch mankind. 


Neglect no means which may promote your ends; 


Now learn what way of walking recommends, 
Too maſculitie a motion ſhocks the fight ; 

But female grace allures with ſtrange delight. 
Oae has an artful ſwing and jut behind, 

Which helps her coats to catch the ſwellin g wind; 
Swell'd with the wanton wind, they looſely flow, 
And ev'ry ſtep and graceful motion ſhow. 
Another, like an Umbrium's ſturdy ſpouſe, d 
Strides all the ſpace her petticoat allows. 


Be- 


both for this defect in women, and in caly'd ſtockings for ti 


men. And 'tis ſatisfactory to the curious to know the teſhiol 
is 880 years old. d Umbrians inhabited a country joining t 
the Appenine hills, which runs from Savona, on the coalt 1 
Genoa, to the Sicilian itreights. This nation was rec kon 
ruſtic in their manners, flrong in bodies, and ſtout of Ear 
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Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuſt, 
Nor ſhew too nice a gate, nor too robuſt. 


If ſnowy white your neck, you ſtill ſhould wear 
hat, and the ſhoulder of the left arm, bare; 

uch fights ne'er ſail to fire my am'rous heart, 
And make me pant to kiſs the naked part. 


Siren, tho? monſters of the ſtormy main, e 

an ſhips, when under ſail, with ſongs, detain : 

Scarce cou'd / by his friends be bound, 

Vhen firſt he liſten'd to the charming ſound, 

Singing inſinuates: Learn, all ye maids; 

t, when a face forbids, a voice perſuades. 

Vhether on theatres loud ſtrains we hear, 

or in Rue/les ſome ſoft Egyptian air. 

woe ſhall ſhe ſing, of whom I make my choice, 

nd with her lute accompany her voice. 

The rocks were ſtirr'd, the beaſts to liſten ſtaid, 

Wen on his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd ; * 
Even Cerberus and hell that ſound obey'd. / 

And ſtones offticious were, thy walls to raiſe, 

O Thebes, attracted by Amphion's lays g 

The dolphin, dumb itſelf, thy voice admir'd, 

And was, Arion, by thy ſongs inſpir'd. 5 

Of 


e Syrens tho monſlers, &. Ovid here adviſes the ladies ts 
learn to ſing, and takes his compariſon from the Sprers, who 
charm'd voyagers by their ſinging. F Orpheus of mount 
Rhodophe, that is, of Thrace ; from whence he is fo often call'd 
Threicius-: For he was a Thacian, ſon of Ceagrus and Cal- 
liape, as Diodorus writes: He was ſo ſkilled in playing upon 
the lyre, that *tis ſaid he drew after him trets and wild beaſts, - 
g He means the walls of Thebes, built by ths ſound of Am- 
phion's lyre. He was the ſon of Jupiter and Antiope, and bro- 
ther of Zethus. Eigſebius writes that Amphion reign'd at Tie- 
bes, and made rocks move with the found of kis lyre; for 
that he was at laſt hearken'd to by his ſubjects, who were a. 
Aubbora ſort of people. Some ſay he was a poet and muſi; 
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Of ſweet Ca/lmachus the works rehearſe, i 
And read Philetas and Aua eon verſe, k 
Terentian plays may much the mind improve; / 


But ſofteſt Sap/s beſt inſtructs to love. m 


Book II 


ET Then mi 
t all tl 
Even I, 
May 'ſc: 


Prepertius, n Gallus, o and Tibullus p read, Wy labc 
And let YJarrenian verſe to theſe ſucceed. q | 8 I'' 
- Tha Wwhatev 


Read wi 


cian of Fesbos, and invented Dithyrambies for praiſe of wine 


and Bacchus, Having got a great deal of money, and rem. 8 Tend:« 
mg from his travels home by ſea, the ſailors robb*d him, 24 A work 
threw him over board: when a Dolphin, charm'd with bs guch wi 
muſic, convey'd him ſafe to Peloponeſus ; where he procur' __ 
Periander to put the ſailors to death. i Callimachus was 2 Wl Such th 
conſiderable poct, and according to Quintilian, the firſt that 
wrote elegies in Greek, He was the ſon of Battus, who bu WAS Still 1 
Cyrene. For which reaſon he is call'd Battiades. & Philetas Who or 
was a native of the iſland of Coe in the Zgearn ſca; a cle. i «&. 
brated poet and writer of el-gies. Ovid cails Anacreon the That ac 
old man of Tejos, who lov'd drinking ſo well. He was a ly. MW Witneſs 
ric poet; and Pliny tells us, he choak'd himſelf with a grape 
ſtone as he was drinking. / He means Terence, and his Phor- Of ſo 
mio in particular. The ancients us'd to call their ſervants by Tho? ; 
the names of the countries from whence they came, as Lydu, ho it 
Syrus, &c. m Sapho is made famous by almoſt all the poets Wi To raffl 
of antiquity, as well as by her own writings. She wa cotem- Umplies 
porary with Alceous. n Propertius was a native of Umbria, Nor is": 
that rude part of Italy; ſo that we find genius and politenc's WW F 
are not confin'd to places. o He tranſlated the Eiphorion of Wi or gan 
the Greeks into Latin, and wrote four books for a freed vo earn e 
man of Volumnius, with whom he was in love. He was the Parties 
firſt who commanded in Egypt under Auguſtus. Ile was pro- But ecaf 
counſel, according to Euſcbius. p Every body who is the Wan bh 
leaſt acquaint<d with antiquity, knows he was one of the fin. * 
eſt wits of the Augu/7ine age, and a man of gallantry and Unguar 
profuſion, waſting his eſtate, even while he was in his youth, And wl 
on his extravagancies and pleaſures. g Who, when he was: WW Then b 
thirty-five years old, learn'd Greek, and tranſlated Apo!loniu; Wh Quarre 
Rhodius's tour books of the conqueſt of the Argonauts, $ n 
While 
Ihen t 


They | 
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Then mighty Var:'s works with care peruſe ; 
Lor all the Latin bards the nobleſt muſe. 

7 Even I, 'tis poſſible, in after days, 

lay 'ſcape oblivion, and be nam'd with theſe. 
My labour'd lines, ſome readers may approve, 
Since I've inſtructed either ſex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this ſoft art, 
Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 


hen 


wine 
urn. 
And 
h bis 
cud 
Was 2 


Lender epiſtles too by me are fram'd, 

A work before unthought of, and unnam'd. 
uch was your ſacred will, O tuneful nine! 
uch thine, 4pol/9 and Leyus thine ! 


; that 

buil Still unaccompliſh'd may the maid be thought, 
_ Who gracefully to dance was never taught: 

1 the That active dancing may to love engage, 

ah. WE Witneſs the well-kept dancers of the ſtage. 

rapes 

* Of ſome odd trifles I'm alham'd to tell, 

, * Tho' it becomes the ſex to trifle well; 

poet: To raffle prettily, or ſlur a dye, 

"tem. Implies both cunning and dexterity. 

w_ Nor is't amiſs at cheſs to be expert, r 

2 For games moſt thoughtful, ſometimes moſt divert. 
| wo earn ev'ry game, you'll find it proves of uſe; 

xs the Parties begun to play, may love produce. 

Pro. But eaſier 'tis to learn how beats to lay, 

= Than how to keep your temper when you pay. 

v and Unguarded then, each breaſt is open laid, 

outh, And while the head's intent, the heart's betray'd. 
£0 Then baſe deſire of gain, then rage appears, 


& Quarrels and brawls ariſe, and anxious fears; 
Ihen clamours and revilings reach the {ky, 
While loſing gameſters ali the gods defy. 
Ihen horrid oaths are uttei'd ev'ry caſt, 
They grieve, and curſe, and ſtorm, nay weep at laſt, 
. | Good 
7 wuppeled to be billiard balls 
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Good e avert ſuch ſhameful faults as theſe, 
From ev'ry nymph whoſe heart's inclin'd to pleaſe, 
Soft recreations ſit the female kind; 

Nature, for men, has rougher ſports deſign'd: / 
To wield the ſword, and hurl the pointed ſpear; 


Book 


Should 
= Y our \ 
Had nc 
Her be 


To ſtop, or turn the ſteed. in full career. = Poet 
And th 

Tho? martial fields ill ſuit your tender frames, ln forn 
Nor may you ſwim in T1be:*s rapid ſtreams ; Of god: 
Yet when 8/s burning wheels from Lec, drive, WMMajeſti 
And at the glowing virgin's ſign arrive v And, t 
J is both allow'd and fit, you ſhould repair WEnnus 
To pleaſant walks, and breathe refreſhing air, And, n. 
To Hempej's gardens. or the ſhady groves But no! 


Which Cz/ar honours, and which Hb loves: And all 
Plobus, who ſunk the proud /gyprian fleet, 20 Still the 
And made Ai guii¹u¹ victory comp eat. What c 
Or ſeek thoſe ſhades. where monuments of fame But tha 
Are rais'd to L:vi.'s and Ofawvia's name; 8 
Or, where Agri firſt adorn'd the ground, 1 
M hen he with naval victory was crown'd, x Had ſhe 
To //is fane, to theatres reſort ; | 
And in the Circus fee the nobler ſport. 


In ev'ry public place by turns be ſhown ; . ban 
In vain you're fair, while you remain unknown, Aurn'd 
2 Should he way, 
outdo the 
ere ſo e 
F As tennis, to fling the dart, quoits, fencing, and ride ti: of his rea 
great horſe, or manage horſes. f "The fun is the maſter pls Panter. 
net, and Leo the fifth fign in the Zodiac, by aſtronomers call for his gre 
the houſe of the ſun, who therein cauſes the greateſt heat, 27 crhap: 
Virgo is the ſixth northern fign in the Zodiac, next to thei ome poet 
autumnal Equinox. The poet means the ſummer ſeaſon, whe complain 
the ſun paſſes through Cancer, Leo and Virgo. ay I is ſai 8 {avour'd | 
Phebus deſcended at the battle of Adtium, and was preſent cn ef 4rgu/ 
the Romans” fide when Auguſtus beat Mark Anthony. * . and the c. 
grip>a married Julia, Augr/tus's daughter of Scriboria, ard chat there 
his father-in-law honoured him with a naval crawn aſter le from his 
beat Pompey in Sicily. One of the Porticos in Rome, was Us poets. but 
er nam' d by Agrippa, ter o Ac 
cle, and 


ter up in 
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Should you, in finging Thamyras tranſcend ; y 
WY our voice unheard, who cou'd your ſkill commend? 
Had not Apelles drawn the ſea-born queen, 2 

WHer beauties, ſtill, beneath the waves had been. 
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a 


= Poets inſpir'd write only for a name, 

And think their labours well repaid with fame. 

In former days, | own the poets were 

Jof gods and kings the moſt peculiar care: 

Majeſtic awe was in the name allow'd, 

And, they, with rich poſſeſſions were endow'd. 

Erunius with honours was by Scipio grac'd, 

And, next his own, the poet's ſtatue plac'd. 
But now their ivy crowns bear no eſteem, 4 

And all their learning's thought an idle dream. 

„ Still there's a pleaſure, that proceeds from praiſe: 

What could the high renown of Homer raiſe, 5. 

But that he ſung his //had's deathleſs lays ? 


ne 


Who cou'd have been of Dane's charms aſſur'd, c 
Had ſhe grown old, with in her tow'r immur'\ 


t Hl This, 


„ Thamyras, ſon of Philamon, of whom *tis ſaid, that as he 
WT rcturn'd from the city of Alulia he met with the Maſes by 
che way, and was ſo proud of his ſinging, he fancied he could 
outdo them in that art; at which the daughters of Jupiter 
vere ſo enrag'd, that in revenge they depriv'd him of the uſe 
4 of his reaſon. & Every one has heard of Apelles, the famous 
© WE painter. He was a native of Cos, or as others write Epheſus, 


ler pls for his great ſkill in his art he was call'd the prince of painters. 
** 4 Perhaps there never was, and never will be an age, where 
755 „ ſome poets, and thoſe not the worſt, will not have cauſe ts 

heal complain with Ovid; who liv'd in a time when pretry was 
ly = {:vour'd with the protection, and honour'd with the example 


Jof Auguſtus Mecenas, and the Roman court. b Homer*s name, 
and the contention of ſeven cities for him, are fo well known 
wat there's no need of ſaying much about it; he was ſo called 


Fs. Kr from his blindneſs. He was the moſt famous of all the Greet 
TY poets. but poor to the extremity of begging. c Danze, daugh- 
ons bun 


ter o Acriſius king of Argos ; who having conſulted the ora- 
cle, and being told that he ſhould be killed by her fon, ſhut 
Let up in a brazen tower to prevent it. But Fupiter, tranſl. 
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"This, as a rule, let ev'ry nymph purſue, Man) 
That 'tis her int'reſt oft to come in view. Wo ki 

A hungry wolf at all the herd will run, * N 
In hopes thro' many to make ſure of one. IR ich cli 
So, let the fair the gazing crowd aſſail, EA nd dis 
That over one, at leaſt, ſhe may prevail. So, may 
In ev'ry place to pleaſe, be all her thought; __ je 


Where, ſometimes, leaſt we think, the fiſh is caught poor C 
Sometimes, all day, we hunt the tedious foil, | 


Anon, the ſtag himſelf ſhall ſeek the toil. 


How cou'd Andromeda once doubt relief, d 
Whoſe charms were heighten'd andadorn'd by grief! 
The widow 'd fair, who ſees her lord expire, 
While yet ſhe weeps, may kindle new deſire, 
And Hymen's torch delight with fun'ral fire. 


Beware of men who are too ſprucely dreſs'd; 
And look, you fly with ſpeed a fop profeſs'd. 
Such tools, to you, and to a thouſand more, 
Will tell the ſame dull ſtory o'er and o'er. 


'This way and that, unſteadily they rove. But once 

And never fix'd, are fugitives in love. or, the 

Such flutt'ring things all women ſure ſhould hate, nd und 

Light, as themſelves, and more effeminate. With im 

Believe me; all I ſay is for your good; Poiſon hi 
Had Priam been believ'd, Troy ſtill had ſtood. « 
Mary I 

Faris, wh 


forming himſelf into a golden ſhower, bribed her keepers, au When they 
got her with child: which, being born, was the renowneoFouncils pr 
Perſeus her father commanded both the babe and his mothaſ fruction o 
to be thrown into the fea ; but being fortunately caſt aſhore f rr bus, fe 
one of the iſlands call'd Cyclades, the king of the iſland mar- Nard, v 
ry'd the mother; and Perſeus, when he was grown up, u precious 
wittily killed his grandfather. d She was the daughter 0 1 3 the mod 
Cepheus, king of Arcadic, and for ker mother's pride, in com- : le of Veni 

aring her beauty to that of the Nerides, was expos'd toad to fre 
1 ſea monſ:er, from whom ſhe was deliver'd by the 2. fancy to 


bove-named Per/etts: e Priam, king of Troy, and father & {MFauts in ſt 
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Many, with baſe deſigns, will paſſion feign, 


Wo know no love, but ſordid love of gain. 
ut let not powder'd heads nor eſſenc'd hair, f 
TY cur well believing, eaſy hearts enſnare. 

Rich cloaths are oft by common {harpers worn, 
And diamond rings felonious hands adorn. 

So, may your lover burn with fierce defire 
Your jewels to enjoy, and belt attire, 

Poor (He robb'd, runs crying thro? the ſtreets; 
And as ſhe runs, ive me my own repeats. 

How often, Venus. haſt thou heard ſuch cries, 
* laugh'd amidſt thy Appia, votaries? g 
Pome ſo notorious are, their very name 

Muſt ev'ry nymph whom they frequent, deſame. . 
Be wara'd by ills which others have deſtroy'd, 
nd faithleſs men with conſtant care avoid. 
ruſt not a T heus, fair [thentan maid, þ 

Who has ſo oft th' atteſting gods betray'd. 

d; And thou, Demophen, heir to 4 Heu crimes, 
Haſt 1oit thy credit to all future times. 


III 


ught, 


| ; Promiſe for promiſe, equally afford, 
But once a contract made, keep well your word. 
or, ſhe for any act of hell is fit, 
hate, ad undiſmay d may ſacrilege commit; 
ith impious hands cou'd quench the veſtal fire, 
Poiſon her huſband, in her arms, for hire, 


5% H 2 | Who, 
Mam 


Faris, who ſtole Helen. was for reſtoring her to the Greeks 
rs, ad hen they demanded her by their ambaſſadors; but other 
10wneFouncils prevailing, the war enſued, which ended in the de- 
motheſ Rruction of Troy, and the death of Priam, who was killed by 
hore 00 rrhus, fon of Achilles, after 40 years reign. F The Nardus 
id mar- Nard, was a plant brought from India or Spira, from which 
1p,. precious ointment was extracted, and put to the ſame uſes 
zhter ei 7 the modern Beaux and Belles do their eſſences. g H he tem- 
in com- ple of Venus ſtood in the Appian way, and the gallant women 
sd tod to frequent it to meet their ſparks. Y Theſeus's incon- 


y the a. ; Fancy to Ariadne has render'd him famous among the incoun - 
aher e Ants in ſtory, | 
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Who, firſt, to take a lover's gift complies, But | 
And then defrauds him, and his claim denies, What i 

But hold, my muſe, check thy unt uly horſe, * cut 
And more in fight purſue th' intended courſe, And th 

If love epiſtles, tender lines impart, ie 
And Fi -7-42:ux are ſent, to ſound your heart, un 
Let all ſuch letters, by a faithful maid, * * 
Or confident, be ſecretly convey'd, N if 4 
Soon from the words youll judge, if read with cate | An dlet 


When feign'd a paſſion is, and when ſincere. 
Ere in return you write, ſome time require; | Now 
Delays, if not too long, increaſe deſire : And cla 
Nor let the preſſing youth with eaſe obtain, Let no 
Nor yet refuſe him with too rude diſdain. For fur 
Now let his hopes, now let his fears increaſe, | | It ſwell 
And by degrees, let fear to hope give place. | 

| 

| 


While! 

Be ſure avoid ſet phraſes, when you write, i 
The uſual way of ſpeech is more polite. | Whi] 
How have I feen the puzzl'd lover vex'd, And in 
To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! : — 
A ſtile too coarſe takes from a handſome face, i N. 
And makes us wiſh an uglier in its place. [Look 1 11 


But ſince (tho' chaſtity be not your care) 
You from your huſband ſtill would hide th' alla 
Write to no ſtranger *till his truth be try d; 
Nor in a fooliſh meſſenger conſide. 

What agonies that woman undergoes, 
Whoſe hand the traitor threatens to expoſe; 


Who, raſhly truſting, dreads to be deceiv' d, 


Let lool 
And lives for ever to that dread enſlav'd! And w! 


Such treachery can never be ſurpafs'd, 


For thoſe diſcoveries, ſure as light'ning, blaſt. ag 
Might I adviſe, fraud ſhou'd with fraud be pail; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. N 

By = 4 Min: 

nn the u: 

i Tris is very delicate, and ſhews of what importance away the 


for beauty to be well-bred, if it would be viAtorious» Mh mac 
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But ſince your letters may be brought to light, 

What if in ſev'ral hands you learn to write? 

My curſe on him who firſt the ſex betray'd, 

And this advice ſo neceſſary made. 

Let not your pocket-book two hands contain, 

© Firſt rub your lovers out, then write again. 

Still one contrivance more remains behind, 

Which you may uſe as a convement blind ; 

As if to women writ, your letters frame. 

9 — let your friend, to you ſubſcribe a female name. 

| 


Now, greater things to tell, my muſe prepare, 
And clap on all the fail the bark can bear. 

Let no rude paſſions in your looks find place; 
For fury will deform the fineſt face: 

It ſwells the lips, and blackens all the veins, 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 


While on her flute divine !7n-rva play'd, & 
And in a fountain ſaw the change it made, 
Swelling her cheeks : She flung it quick aſide, 
2 N is 1Hy mufic jo much w:rth, ihe ery'd. 
? q . . 
Look in your glaſs when you with anger glow, 
And you'll confeſs, you ſcarce yourſelves cau Know; 
Nor with exceſſive pride inſult the fight, 
For gentle looks alone do love invite. 
Believe it as a truth that's daily try'd, 
There's nothing more deteſtable than pride. - 
How have I ſeen ſome 4% diſguſt create, 
ö Lite things abi by uuntipalhy we ae. 
Let looks with looks, and ſmiles with ſmiles be paid 
And when your lover bows, incline your he ad y 


a. So, love precluding, plays at firſt with hearts, 
„, And after wounds with deeper- piercing darts. 
paid; We H Nov * 
ö 3 or 
Bu 


I Minerva playing on her flute by a river fide, and ſeeing - 
a the water what grimaces it obliged her to make, ſhe flun 
ance May the inſtrument in a paſſion, and curſt it ſo much, that he 


Wav made uſe of it afterwards had cauſe to repent of it. 
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Nor me a melancholy miſtreſs charms ; 

Let ſad Tecmeſſa weep in Ajax arms. / 

Let mournful beauties, ſullen heroes move ; 

We chearful men like gaiety in love. 

Let Heftor in Andromache delight, 

Who, in bewailing Trey, waſtes all the night. 
Had they not both born children (to be plain) 

I ne'er cou'd think they'd with their huſbands lain, 
I no idea in my mind can frame, | 
That either one or t'other doleful dame 

Could toy, could fondle, or cou'd call their lords, 
My life, my ſoul; or ſpeak endearing words. 


* 
2 
* 
- 
on 
# 
$ 
3s, 


Why from compariſons ſhou'd I refrain, - 
Or fear ſmall things by greater to explain ? 
Obſerve what conduct prudent gen'rals uſe, 


bs 
And how their ſev'ral officers they chuſe; A 


To one, a charge of infantry commit, 

Another, for the horſe, is thought more fit. a 
So you your ſev'ral lovers ſhou'd ſelect, 5 
And as you find 'em qualified, direct. a 
The wealthy lover ſtore of gold ſhould ſend ; . 
The lawyer ſhou'd, in courts, your cauſe defend. 
We, who write verſe, with verſe alone ſhou'd bribe ; 
Moſt apt to love is all the tuneful tribe. a 
By us, your fame ſhall thro' the world be blaz d; 
So Nemdjrs, ſo Cynthia's name was rais'd, 1 , 
From eaſt to weſt, Lycoris' praiſes ring; 


Nor are C9rinnu's ſilent, whom we ing. 

No fraud the poet's ſacred breaſt can bear ; 
Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere : 
Nor wealth he ſeeks, nor feels ambition's fires, 


But ihuns the bar; and books and ſhades i I 
ww 


I She was Ajax's captive and his miſtreſs, by whom he had 
Euryſaces, from whom deſcended the Euryſacide, one of the 
moſt noted families of Athens. m Nemefis was the goddels OS 
Juſtice. "The Romans invoked her before they went to batte, 
and return'd her thanꝶs after wRory, for reverging e 
whelr enemies. | | 
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Too faithfully, alas! we know to love, 

With eaſe we fix, but we with pain remove; 
Our ſofter ſtudies with our ſouls combine, 
And both, to tenderneſs our hearts incline, 
Be gentle, virgins, to the poet's pray'r, 

The god that fills him, and the muſe revere ; 7: 
Something divine is in us, and from heav'n 
Th' inſpiring ſpirit can alone be giv'n. 

Tis fin, a price from poets to exact; 

But 'tis a fin no woman fears to act. 

Vet hide, howe'er, your avarice from ſight, 
Leſt you too ſoon your new admirer fright. 


* 7 2 by n "I. - , EE Ur oe Te 
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Z As ſkilful riders rein, with diff' rent force, 

A new-back'd courſer, and a well train'd horle ; . 
Do you, by dif rent management, engage 

. a The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of love are yet unknown, 
B Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone : 

= With kind careſſes oft indulge the boy, 

And all the harveſt of his heart enjoy. 

Alone, thus bleſs'd, of rivals moſt beware : 

Nor love, nor empire, can a partner bear. 

Men more diſcretly love, when more mature, 
And many things, which youth diſdains, endure ; 
No windows break, nor houſes ſet on fire, 

Nor tear their own, or miſtreſſes attire. 

In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 

But men in years more calmly wrongs reſent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 
They flowly burn, but long retain their heat : 
More bright is youthful flame, but ſooner dies ; 


ſuires WF Then ſwiftly ſeize the joy that ſwiftly flies. 

Tod | | Thus, 
he had 
e of thi „ Meaning that poetic fury with which Apollo inſpires the 


ddels0 = bard. Perhaps tis for this reaſon that Hnnius calls poeu. di- 
» batte wine, as (Cicero writes in his oration for Archias- | 


em 
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Thus, all betraying to the beauteous foe, 
How ſurely to enſlave ourſelves, we ſhew. 
To truſt a traitor, you'll no ſcruple make, 
Who is a traitor only for your ſake, 


Who yields too ſoon, will ſoon her lover loſe ; 
Wou'd you retain him long? then long refuſe, 
Oft at your door make him for entrance wait, 
There let him he, and threaten and entreat. 

When cloy'd with ſweets, bitters the taſte reſtore ; 
Ships, by fair winds, are ſometimes run aſhore, 
Heace ſprings the coldneſs of a marry'd life, 

The huſband, when he pleaſes, has his wife. 


* 4% ef pal at hentai 


LES SAD 


Bar but your gate, and let your porter cry, 

* Here's no admittance, Sir; I muſt deny: » 
The very huſband, ſo repuls'd, will find 

A glowing inclination to be kind. 


* 


Thus far with foils you've fought; thoſe laid aſide, 
T, now, ſharp weapons for the ſex provide; 


Nor doubt, againſt myſelf, to ſee them try'd. _ 


When firſt, a lover you-defign to charm, 
Beware, leſt jealouſies his ſoul alarm; 
Make him believe, with all the {kill you can, 


That he, and only he's the happy man, | : 
Anon, by due degrees, ſmall doubt create, A 
And let him fear ſome. rival's better fate. * 


Such little arts make love its vigour. hold, 
Which elſe wou'd languiſh, and too ſoon grow cold. 
Then ſtrains the courſer to out- ſtrip the wind, 4 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind. 
Love, when extinct, ſuſpicious may revive . 


I own, when mine's ſecure 'tis ſcarce alive. : 
| Yet, 
d We underſtand by it, that the ladies muſt keep out both 


lovers and huſband to raiſe their paſſion, wy be cloy'd waa 
admittance is too caſy. 
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Yet, one precaution to this rule belongs; 

Let us at moſt ſuſpect, not prove our wrongs. 
Sometimes, your lover to excite the more, 
Pretends your huſband's ſpies beſet the door : 
Tho? free as Thais, ſtill affect a fright; p 

For, ſeeming danger heightens the delight. 

Oft let the youth in thro' your windows ſteal ; 
Tho? he might enter at the door as well. 

And, ſometimes, let your maid ſurpriſe pretend, 
And beg you, in ſome hole to hide your friend. 
Yet, ever and anon, diſpel his fear, 

And let him taſte of happineſs ſincere ; 

Leſt, quite diſhearten'd with too much fatigue, 
He ſhou'd grow weary of the-dull intrigue. 


But I forgot to tell, how you may try 
Both to evade the huſband, and the ſpy. 


That wives ſhou'd of their huſbands ſtand in awe, 
Agree with juſtice, modeſty, and law : 
But, that a miſtreſs may be lawful prize, 
None but her keeper, I am ſure, denies. 
For ſuch fair nymphs, theſe precepts are deſign'd, 
Which ne'er can fail, join'd with a willing mind. 
Tho! fluck with Argus eyes your keeper were, 2 
Advis'd by me, you will elude his care. 


When you, to waſh or bathe retire from ſight, 
Can he obſerve what letters then you write ? 
Or can his caution againſt ſuch provide, 
Which, in her breaſt your confident may hide? 


Can 


þ Thais was a name given to all ſorts of women of a lewd 
character, who however affect diſcretion. 4 The fable of Ar- 
gus has been ſpoken of before, he had 444 eyes, and 
kept Jo from Jupiler by Juno's orders; for which Mer- 
ery kill'd him by command of his father Jave. To make 
him amends, Juno turn'd him into a peacock, and plac'd his, 
eyes in the tail. 
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Can he the knot beneath her garter,view, 

Or that, which, more conceal'd, is in her ſhoe ? 
Yet, theſe perceiv'd, you may her back undreſs, 
And, writing on her ſkin, your mind expreſs. . 
New milk, or pointed ſpires of flax, when green, 
Will ink ſupply, and letters mark unſeen. 

Fair will the paper ſhew, nor can he read, 

Till all the writing's with warm aſhes ſpread, 


90 


Acriſius was, with all his care betray'd ; 
And in his tow'rs of braſs a grandſire made, 


Can ſpies avail, when you to plays reſort, 
Or in the Circus view the noble ſport ? 
Or, can you be to %, ſane purſu'd, 
Or Cybellès, whoſe rites all men exclude ? 
Tho? watchful ſervants to the bagnio come, 
They're ne'er admitted to the bathing-room. 
Or, when with ſudden fickneſs you pretend, 
May you not take to your ſick-bed a friend? 
Falſe keys a private paſſage may procure, 
If not, there are more ways befides the door. 
Sometimes with wine your watchful follow'r treat; 
When drunk you may with eaſe his care defeat; 
Or, to prevent too ſudden a ſurpriſe, 
Prepare a ſleeping draught to ſeal his eyes: 
Or let your raaid, ſtill longer time to gain, 
An inclination to his perſon feign; 
V ith faint reſiſtance let her droll him on, 
And, after competent delays, be won. 


But what needs all theſe various doubtful wiles, 
Since gold the greateſt vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleas'd; 


Evn angry 7-ve with off rings is appeas'd. 
Waith 


Ovid ſhews ſeveral ways to write letters, ſo that the wits 
ting may not be perceiv'd. 
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| With preſents fools and wiſe alike are caught, 


Give but enough, the huſband may be bought, 


But let me warn you when you bribe a ſpy, 


EZ That you for ever his connivance buy; 
Pay him his price at once, for with ſuch men 


| You'll know no end of giving now and then, 


Once, I remember, I with cauſe complain'd 
Of jealouſy occaſion'd by a friend. 
Z Believe me, apprehenſions of that kind, 

Are not alone to our falſe ſex confin'd 

5 Truſt not, too far, your ſhe-companions truth, 
| Leſt ſhe ſometimes ſhou'd intercept the youth: 
The very confident that lends the bed, 

May entertain your lover in your ſtead. 
Nor keep a ſervant with too fair a face, 

For ſuch I've known ſupply her lady's place. 
But, whither do I run with heedleſs rage, 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage? 
Did ever bird the fowler's net prepare! 
Was ever hound inſtructed by the hare ? 
But all ſelf-ends and int'reſt ſet apart, 

8 I'll faithfully proceed to teach my art. 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd expoſe my life, 
And for the Lemnian ladies whet the knife, 


& Perpetual fondneſs of your lover feign, 
Nor will you find it hard belief to gain; 
Full of himſelf, he your deſign will aid! 

Io what we wiſh, tis eaſy to perſuade. 
With dying eyes, his face and form ſurvey, 
Then figh, and wonder he ſo long cou'd ſtay : 
; Now drop a tear, your ſorrows to aſſwage, 
Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage. 
Such proofs as theſe, will all diſtruſt remove, 
And make him pity your exceſſive love. 
E Scarce 


VAlluding to thoſe wicked women, who roſe againſt the men, 
| and did not ſpare their own huſbands, 
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Scarce ſo himſelf will he forbear to cry, 

« How can I let this poor fond creature die?“ 
But chiefly one ſuch fond behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glaſs, and his own charms admires, 
Proud of the homage to his merit done, 

He'll think a goddeſs might with eaſe be won. 


Light wrongs, beſure, you ſtill with mildneſs bear, 
Nor ſtraight fly out, when you a rival fear. 
Let not your paſhons o'er your ſenſe prevail, 
Nor credit lightly ev'ry idle tale. 
Let Procris's fate a ſad example be : 
Of what effects attends credulity. 


Near, where his purple head, Hymettus ſhews 
And flow'ring hills, a ſacred fountain flows, 
With ſoft and verdant turf the ſoil is ſpread, 
And ſweetly-ſmelling ſhrubs the ground o'er-ſhade, 
There roſemary and bay their odours join, 

And with the fragrant myrtle's ſcent combine, v 
There, tamariſks with thick-leav'd box are found, 
And cytiſſus, and garden-pines abound. 2 
M hile thro” the boughs, ſoft wind of zephyr paſs, 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of graſs. 
Hither would Cephalus retreat to reſt, 
W hen tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreſt: 
And thus, to Air, the panting youth wou'd pray, 
Come gentle Aura, come this heat allay.” 
But ſome tale-bearing too officious friend, 
By chance, o'er-heard him as he thus complain'd; 
M ho with the news to {/*-ocris quick repair'd, 
Repeating word for word what he had — 

2 oon, 


myrtle. Twas dedicated to Venus. Cato makes mention 0! 


"Tis a ſluub which fattens ſheep, and horſes prefer it de 
grain, 
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She was the daughter of Eri&heus king of Athens. v Black : 


. . . . fellival ö 
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Soon as the name of Aura reach'd her ears, 
With jealouſy ſurpriz'd, and fainting fears, 
Her roſy colour fled her lovely face, 

And agonies like death, ſupply'd the place; 
pale ſhe appear'd as are the falling leaves, 

E When firit the vine the winter's blaſt receives, 
Of ripen'd quinces, ſuch the yellow hue, 

Or, when unripe, we cornel-berries view. 

© Reviving from her ſwoon, her robes ſhe tore, 


I. 


Now, all diſhevell'd, to the wood ſhe flies, 
With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. x 

& Thither arriv'd ; ſhe leaves, below, her friends; 
And, all alone, the ſhady hill aſcends. 

What folly, Procris, o'er thy mind prevail'd ? 
What rage, thus, fatally, to lie conceal'd ? 

| Whoe'er this Aura be (ſuch was thy thought) 
She, now, ſhall in the very fact be caught, 
Anon, thy heart repents its raſh deſigns 

And now to go, and now to ſtay inclines : 
Thus, love, with doubts perplexes ſtill thy mind, 
And makes thee ſeek, what thou muſt dread to find. 
But, ſtill, the rival's name rings in thy ears, 
And more ſuſpicious {till the place appears: 

But more than all, exceſſive love deceives, 
Which, all it fears too eaſily believes. 


hade. 


„ 1 
und, 
aſs, 


ſt: 


ray, 


And now, a chilneſs runs thro' ev'ry vein, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw where Cephalus had lain. 
in'd; Twas poon, when he again retir'd, to ſhun 


, The ſcorching ardour of the mid-day's ſun : 


J. £ With water, firſt, he ſprinkled o'er his face, 
Soon Which glow'd with heat; then ſought his uſual place, 
5 T I Pro- 

19 . . 

vg : x The prieſteſſes and prieſts of Bacchus, who celebrated the 
tic 5 fellival of that god, did it with the noiſe of ſhouts, drums, 
abs umbrels and cymbals, were crown'd with ivy, vine, c. and 
pf oo carry'd a Thryſus or ſtaff weay'd with it in their hands: they 


were frantic and outragious in their actions during this cere- 
mony. 
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Procris, with anxious but with ſilent care, 
View'd him extended with his boſom bare; 


And heard him, ſoon th' accuſtomed words repe:: 
at, 


«© Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this heat.“ 
Soon as ſhe found her error, from the word, 
Her colour and her temper were reſtor'd. 
With joy ſhe roſe, to claſp him in her arms : 
But Cepha/us, the ruſtling noiſe alarms : 

Some beaſt he thinks he in the buſhes hears, 
And ſtreight, his arrows and his bow prepares, 
Hold! hold! unhappy youth !—I call in vain, 
With thy own hand thou haſt thy Procris ſlain, 


< Me, me, ({hecries) thou'ſt wounded with thy dart: 


c But Cephalurs, was wont to wound this heart, 
< Yet, lighter on my aſhes, earth will lie, 
4 Since, tho? untimely, I unrivall'd die! 


e Come, cloſe with thy dear hand my eyes, in dent. 


& Jealous of air, to air J yield my breath.” 
Cloſe to his heavy heart, her cheek he laid, 
And walh'd, with ſtreaming tears the wound he mad. 
At length, the ſprings of life their current Icave, 
And her laſt gaſp, her huſband's lips receive. 


Now to purſue our voyage we muſt provide, 
Till ſafe to port our weary bark we guide, 


You may expect, perhaps, I now ſhou'd teach 
What rules, to treats and entertainments reach, 
Come not the firſt invited to a feaſt ; 

Rather, come laſt, as a more grateful gueſt : 
For that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, 
Meets with the ſnreit welcome, when arriv'd. 
Beſides, complex1ons of a coarſer kind, 

From candle light, no {mall advantage find. 
During the time you eat, obſerve ſome grace, 
Nor let your unwip'd hands beſmear your face; 
Nor, yet, too ſqueamilily your meat avoid, 
Left we ſuſpect you were in private cloy'd. 

Of all extremes in either kind beware, 


And {till, before your belly's full, forbear. 
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No glutton nymph, however fair, can wound, 
Tho! more than Helen the in charms abound, 


I own, I think, of wine the moderate uſe 
More ſuits the fex, and ſooner finds excuſe ; 
t warms the blood, adds luſtre to tlie cycs, 
And wine and love have always been allies. 
Nhat carefully from all intemp'rance keep, 
Nor drink till you ſee double, liſp, or ſlecp. 
or! in ſuch ſleeps, brutalities are done, 
W nich, tho? you loath, you have no pow'r to ſhun, 


peat, 


And now th' inſtructed nympl: from table led, 
| Shou'd next be taught how to behave in bed. 
eat modeſty forbids: Nor more, my muſe, 
Wich weary'd wings the labour'd flight purſues; ; 
er purple ſwans unyok” d, the chariot leave, ) 
Lund n:cdful reit (their journey done) receive 


| Thus, with impartial care, my art I ſhow, 2 

an equal arms, on either tex beſtow: 

nile men and maids, who by my rules 1mprove, @ 
oid, muſt own, their maſter is in love. 


| I 2 OV ID's 


y To ſhew that he treats of love affairs, repreſented by the 
ans that are ſaid to draw Venus's car ſometimes ; tho? doves 
are ofteneſt harneſs'd on this occaſion. So that Ovid, as both 
ba yi and a lover, might have the privilege to put ſwans to 
car, as emblems of his being conducted by Venus and Apol- 
eac'. ol 2 2 The reader has now gone thro' the Art of Love, and 
ich, es hop'd he has found nothing to ſhock him. Ile may look 
ſupon this book as a hiſtory of the manners and cuſtoms of the 
ancients, not to imitate : dem, but ſee Oud's fine ſentiments, 
is eloquence, and fruitful invention, which makes him ſpeak 
greeably of every thing. a We fee Ovid made no ſcruple of 
d. Talling him Naſo, tho? it was a name of diſtinction given him 
| From his great noſe, but perhaps not a name of contempt, 
great noſes being more a beauty among the Roniaus than ia 
Your tunes. 
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TrAnsSLATED By Mr TAT E. 


"FS title of this book when Cup:d ſpy'd, | 
Treaſon ! a plot againit our ſtate! he cry'd & 

Why ſhould you thus your loyal poct wrong, 

Who in your war has ſerv'd ſo well and loug ! 

do ſayage and ill-bred I ne'er can prove, 

Like Diomedes, to wound the queen of love, c 

Others by fits have felt your am'rous flame, 

I ſtill have been, and ſtill your martyr am; 

Rules for your vot'rys I did late impart, 

Refining paſſion, and made love an art. 

Nor do I now, of that or thee take leave, 

Nor does the muſe her former web unweave, 

Let him, who loves where love ſucceſs may find, 

dpread all his ſails before the proſp'rous wind; 


13 But 


6 The author endeavours, in this treatiſe, to make amends 
for the hurt he did by the former; an propoſes ſeveral reme- 
dics in the caſe of love, ſome of which are very good and uſe- 
ful, as there are others very trivial, and not ft to be put in 
practice. c Diomedes, the ſon of Tydeus, whom Minerva had 
ſo ſtrengthen'd, that he was a match for the immortal gods, 
and having given this wound to Venus, fore d her to retire back 
to heay'n as faſt as ſhe couid in Mars? chariot, 
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GY 
But let poor youths, who female ſcorn endure, 
And hopeleſs burn, repair to me for cure : 
For why ſhould any worthy youth deſtroy 
Himſelf, becauſe ſome worthleſs nymph 1s coy ; 


Love ſhould be nature's friend; let hemp and flec] 
Hangmen and heroes uſe, whoſe trade's to kill, 
Where fatal it would prove, let paſſion ceaſe ; 
Nor love deſtroy, which {ſhould our race increafe, 
A child you are, and like a child ſhould play; 
And gentle as your ears ſhould be your ſway. 
Keen arrows, and to wound the hardeſt hearts, 
You are permitted but no mortal darts. 

Let your ſtep-father Mars, on ſword and ſpear d 
The crimſon ſtains of cruel conqueſt wear; 

You ſhould your mother's milder laws obſerve, 
Who ne'er did childleſs parent's curſe deſerve. 
Or if you muit employ your wanton pow'r, 
Teach youths by night to force their miſtreſs' door: 
How lovers ſafe and ſecretly may meet, 

And ſubtle waves the cautious huſband cheat : 
Let now th' excluded youth the gate careſs, 

A thouſand wheedling ſoothing plaints expreſs; 
'Then on th' ill-natur'd timber vent her ſpight, 
And to ſome doleful tune weep out the night. 
For tears, not blood, love's altar ſhould is | 


Love's torch, deſign'd to kindle kind deſire, 
Muſt ſeem profane, to light a fun'ral fire; 

Thus I.- The god his purple wings diſplay'd, 
And, forward, finiſh your d:ign, he ſaid. 

To me, ye injur'd youths, for help repair, 

Who hopeleſs languith for ſome cruel fair: 

I'll now unteach the art I tauglit before, 

'The hand that wounded ſhall your health reſtore, 
One ſoil can herbs and pois'nous weeds diſcloſe, 


Ihe nettle oft is neighbour to the roſe, 
| Such 


d He is call'd love's father-in-law, from tus ſaw iliarity with 
kis mother Yenus, 
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Such was the cure th' Arcadian hero found, e 

he Pelian ſpear, that wounded, made him ſound, 
But know, the rules that I to men preſcribe, . 

In like diſtreſs may ſerve the female tribe : 

And when beyond your ſphere my methods go, 
You may, at lealt, infer what you ſhould do. 
When flames beyond their uſeful bounds aſpire, 
'Tis charity to quench the threatning fire, 

Nine vilits to the (hore poor P4://is made: 

Had I advis'd, the tenth the fhou'd have paid, 
Nor had Dem«sph2zn when return'd from ſea, 

For his expected bride, embrac'd a tree. 

Nor Dido, from her flaming pile, by night, 
Diſcover'd her ungrateful 27 rgarn's flight; 

Nor had that mother dire revenge purſu'd, 

Who in her ofl-ipring's blood her hands imbru'd. 
Fair Philemel, preſerv'd from Terens rape; 

Her honour ſhe had kept, and he his ſhape. 
Pajiphae ne'er had felt ſuch wild defire ; 

Nor Phedra ſuffer'd by inceſtuous fire. 

Let me the wanton Feri take in hand, 

Helen ſhall be reſtor'd, and 17% ſhall itand. 

My wholeſome precepts had lewd Scy//a read, 
The purple lock had grown on Ni/us head. 
Learn, youths, from me to curb the deſperate force 
Of love; and ſteer, by my advice your courſe. 


By 


e Telephus, king of My/ia, ſon of Hercules and Auge, daugh- 
ter of the king of Arcadia. He was call'd Telephus, from his 
having been nurſt by a doe in a wild place, where he was 
found by ſhepherds, who carry'd him to Craytus, king of 
Theſſaly, by whom he was adopted for his fon. When he was 
grown up to man's eſtate, he went to Delphos, to enquire out 
his parents of the oracle, which bid him go to Theutras, king 
of My/ia, where he ſhould be inform'd of what he deſir'd; he 
there found nis mother Auge, and when his birth was known, 
great was the joy of the Man court. Theutras, who had no 
male iffue, gave him his daughter Argiope in marriage, and, 


left him his ſucceſſor in the kingdom when he dy'd. 5 


| 
| 
\ 4 
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By reading me, you firſt receiv'd your bane; 
Now, for an antidote, read me again ; 

From ſcornful beauty's chains I'll ſet you free, 
Conſent but you to your own liberty. 

Phebus, thou god of phyſie and of verſe, / 
Aſſiſt the healing numbers I rehearſe ; 

Direct at once my med'cines and my ſong, 
For to thy care both provinces belong. 


While the ſoft paſſion plays about your heart, 
Before the tickling venom turns to ſmart, 
Break then (for then you may) the treach'rous dart: 
Tear up. the ſeeds of the unrooted ill, 
While they are weak, and you have pow'r to kill, 
Beware delay ; the tender bladed grain, 
Shot up to ſtalk, can ſtand the wind and rain : 
The tree, whoſe branches now are grown too big 
For hands to bend, was ſet a {lender twig ; 
When planted, to your ſlighteſt touch *twould yield, 
But now has fix'd poſſeſſion of the field. 
Conſider, ere to love you give the reins, 
If ſhe's a miſtreſs worth your future pains. 
While yet in breath, ere yet your nerves are broke, 
Caſt from your gen'rous neck the ſhameful yoke: 
Check love's firſt ſymptoms, the weak foe ſurpriſe, 
Who, once entrench'd will all your arts deſpiſe. 
Think, wretch, what you hereafter muſt endure, 
What certain toil, for an uncertain cure, 
Slip not one minute; who prefers to-day, 
To-morrow will be harden'd in delay. 
"Tis love's old practice, {till to ſooth you on, 
"Tis your diſeaſe gets ſtrength, and till yourſtrength 


15 gone, 
Rivers 


f Pliny ſays, we owe the origin of heroic verſe to an oracle 
of this divinity : though ſome authors inform us, that Phe- 


monce, daughter of Apollo, was the inventreſs of it; and others; 


that 'twas Carmenia, Evanaer's mother. 
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Rivers ſmall fountains have, and yet we find 
Vaſt ſeas of thoſe ſmall fountain'd rivers join'd. 
Lock'd up in bark poor Myrrha ne'er had been, 
Had ſhe the progreſs of her crime foreſeen ; 

But pleas'd with the ſoft kindling of love's fire, 
We, day by day, indulge the fond deſire ; 

Till like a ſerpent it has eat its way, 

And uncontroul'd does on her entrails prey. 


Yet if the proper ſeaſon you have paſs'd, 
Tho? hard the taſk, I'll uſe my {kill at laſt 
Nor ſee my patient periſh by his grief, 
Becauſe no ſooner call'd to his relief. 
When PhiloFetus firſt receiv'd his wound, g 
The venom'd part cut off, had ſav'd the ſound : 
Yet he, ev'n after tedious years of grief, 
Was cur'd, and brought the fainting Greeks relief, 
Thus I, who charg'd you ſpeedy means to uſe, 
Will none, in laſt extremities, refuſe, 


Or try to quench the kindling flames, or ſtay 
Till their ſpent fury on itſelf does prey. 
While in its full career, give ſcope to rage, 
And circumvent the force you can't engage. 
What pilot would againſt the current ſtrive. 
When with a ſide-courſe he may ſafely drive? 
Diſtemper'd minds, diſtracted with their grief, 
Take all for foes, who offer them relief. a 

: ue 


g He was the fon of Pæan, and Hercules's faithful compa- 
nion, who made him ſwear he would never diſcover where he 
lay bury'd, and gave him his arrows dipt in Hydra's blood, 
The Creeks being told by the oracle that they ſhould never take 
Troy *till they found the fatal arrows, importun'd PhiloFetus 
to tell them where they were hid, which was in Hercules's 
tomb; and he diſcover'd it by ſtamping on it with his foot, to 
keep himſelf from perjury : But he was wounded in the foot 
tor his prevarication, by one of thoſe arrows when ke went te 
the Trojan war, : 
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But when the firſt fermenting ſmart is o'er, 
They ſuffer you to probe the ripen'd ſore, 

*Tis madneſs a fond mother to diſſuade 

From tears, while on his hearſe her ſon is laid: 
But when griet's deluge can no higher ſwell, 
Dechning ſorrow you'll with eaſe repel. 

Cures have their times; the beſt that can be try's 
Enflame the wound, unſeas'nably apply'd. 


If therefore you expect to find redreſs, 
In the firſt place, take leave of idleneſs. þ 
*Tis this that Kindled firſt your fond deſire, 
*Tis this brings fuel to the am'rous fire. 
Bar idleneſs, you ruin Chid's game, 
You blunt his arrows, and you quench his flame. 
What wine to plane-trees, ſtreams to poplars prove, 
Marſhes to reeds, is 1dleneſs to love. 
Mind buſineſs, if your paſſion you'd deſtroy ; 
Secure is he, who can himſelf employ, 
Sleep, drinking, gaming, for tlie foe make way, 
And to love's ambuſcade the roving heart betray 
The {lothful he ſeeks out, and makes his prize. 
Surely as he the man of buſineſs flies, 
Make buſineſs (no matter what) your care; 
Some dear friend's cauſe may want you at the bar: 
Or if your courage tempts you to the field. 
Love's wanton arms to rough champaigns will yield, 
Parthia freſh work for triumph does afford, 
Half-conquer'd to your hand, by Cæſar's ſword, 
Cupid's and Parthian darts at once o'ercome, 
And to your country's gods, bring double trophic; 
home. 
Your ſword as dreadful will to love appear, 
As to his mother the Ao/ian ſpear. 
Th' adult'rous luſt that did Ai, ſerre, i 
And brought on murder, ſprang from wanton _—_ 
or 
5 An excellent remedy, and the moſt infallible in the diſ- 
temper of love, which is begot by lazineſ and effem mac), 
The ſon of They/tzs, whoſe adulterous love to Cm) 
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For he the only loiterer remain'd 

At home, when 7 3's long war the reſt had drain'd, 
He revelld then at his luxurious board, 

And ne'er embark'd, and ne'er unſheath'd his ſword 
But while the (G7 ecians did for glory rove, 

He waſted all his idle hours in love. 


Or country-work and tillage can diſarm 
Your am'rous cares, for ev'ry grief a charm, 
Yoke oxen, plough the painful field, you'll find 
The wounded earth will cure your love- ſick mind, 
Then truſt your grain to the new-furrow'd ſoil, 

nat with large int'reſt will requite your toil. 
Bchold what kind returns your fruit-trees ſend, 
Down to your hand the burden'd branches bend. 
Behold a murmuring brook thro? paſtures glide, 
Behold the grazing ſheep on either ſide ; 
While in the ſhade, his pipe the ſhepherd tries, 
The watchful dog his maſter's cares ſupplies. 
With loud complaints another grove is ſill'd 


| Of heifers lowing for their ſirſtlings kill'd. 


What pleaſure 'tis with ſmoke of yew to drive 
The murm'ring ſwarm, and ſeize the loaden hive, 
All ſeaſons friendly to the ſwain are found ; 
Autumn with fruit, with harveſt ſummer's crown'd: 
The ſpring's adorn'd with flowers to charm the eye, 
And winter fires the abſent ſun ſupply. 


At certain times you'll ſce the vintage full, 


And for your wine-preſs may choice cluſters cull, 
At certain times you pond'rous ſheaves ma y bind, 
Yet for the rake leave work enough behind, 


In 


proved ſo fatal to her huſhand Agamemnony to himſelf and 
her; for he having killed his coulin-ge: man, * ang Azgaments 
non, and ſeized his kingdom and wife, at his return home from 
Trey; 5 Orc/ec, that king's ſon in revenge ſlew him, and even 
his owa mother, for which he was haunted by the furirs. 
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In mellow ground, your plants no wat'ring need ; 
The thirſty you from neighb'ring ſprings may feed, 
Then,grafting,makeold ſtocks ſprout freſh and green, 
And various fruits on one proud branch be ſeen, 
When once theſe pleaſures have your mind poſlef, 
Love ſoon departs like a neglected gueſt, 

Hunt, if the dull diſtemper you'd remove : 

Diana will too hard for Venus prove. 

Through all her doubling ſhifts, the hare purſue, 
Or ſpread your toils upon the mountain's brow, 
Ev*n when the ſtag's at bay provoke his rage; 
Or with the ſpear the foaming boar engage. 
Thus tir'd, your reſt at night will prove ſo deep, 
Dreams of your miſtreſs ne'er will haunt your ſleep. 
"Tis eaſier work, yet *twill require your care, 
The feather'd game with bird-lime to enſnare; 
Or elſe to fiſh your bearded hook to bait, 

And for your art's ſucceſs with patience wait. 
Through ſports like theſe you'll ſteal into relief, 
And while your time you cozen, cheat your grief. 
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Or travel, (tho? you find your fetters ſtrong ;) 

Set out betimes ; your journey muſt be long. 

You'd weep at thought of her you left behind, 

And halting, to return be oft inclin'd. 

But how much more unwilling to proceed, 

Compel your feet to ſo much greater ſpeed. 

Advance, let nothing interrupt your way, 

No wind nor weather, nor unlucky day. 

Nor count the miles you've paſt, but what remain; 

For loit'ring nigh no fond pretences feign. 

Nor reckon time, nor once look back to Rome, 

But fly; and Parthian like, by flight o'ercome. 

You'll call my precepts hard ; I grant they are: 

But for dear health who would not hardſhips beat. 

When fick, the bitter potion I have ta'en ; 

And, for the food I fancy'd beg'd in vain. 

Both ſteel and fire you'll patiently endure, 

And thirit, more ſcorching, for your body's 2 
| 1 an 
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Can you, who thus your earthly part redeem, 

For your immortal mind have leſs eſteem? 

Yet, for my patient's comfort, I muſt own, 

V hen this firſt ſtage he manfully has run, 

The half, the worſt half of his taſk is done. 
Gall'd with the yoke, at firſt the heifer draws: 
The curb's firſt trial frets the courſer s jaws. 
Perhaps to leave your father's houſe you'll mourn; 
Yet go: And think, when tempted, to return. 
Your kindred but the falſe pretence is made ; 

'Tis abſence from your miſtreſs does perſuade, 
When once ſet out, diverſions you will meet, 

Fair country proſpects, and companions ſweet. 
Nor only travel far, but tarry long ; 

Nor once look homeward while your paſſion's ſtrong. 
Rebellious love, if he perceive your halt, 


| With greater fury will renew th' aſſault. 


Half-famiſh'd on will more fiercely prey, 
And all your labour paſt be thrown away, 


Yow'll think, when thro? Hema! fields you rove,k 
That magic arts may yield a cure for love. 


Old tales, of witchcraft ſtrange effects rehearſe ; 


The only charm I bring is ſacred verſe. 


By my advice, no jargon ſhall be read, 


Nor midnight hag, blaſpheming, raiſe the dead ; 
Nor ſtanding crop to other fields ſhall range; 
No ſick eclipſe the ſun's complexion change; 


| Old Tyber ſhall his ſacred courſe retain, 
And Cynthia, unmoleſted, guide her wain. 
No ſuff' ring heart to ſpells ſhall be oblig'd, 
No love reſign, by ſulphur ſtreams beſieg'd. 
Think on Medea of all hopes bereft. 

When fled from home, and by her lover left. 


+ K And 


There were two mount Hxmus's, one in Mace lonia reach- 


| ing from the Euxine to the Adriatic; the othe- in that part 


of Greece called The//aly, which was famous for poiſonous herbs 
u'd in conjurations. 
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And what did Circe's pow'rful drugs avail, “ 
When ſhe beheld Uly/es under ſail ? 

She try'd her magic, charm on charm renew'd; 
He with a merry gale his courſe purſu'd : 

No force or 1kill the fatal dart removes; 

She raves to find ſhe loves, — but Mill ſhe loves, 
To thouſand ſhapes ſhe could transform mankind, 
No means to change her hated ſelf could find, 
In theſe ſoft terms, to her departing gueſt. 
Her paſſion (to detain him) was expreſt. 

I now no more (as when I firſt receĩv'd 

<© Thoſe hopes and you, by both alike deceiv'd. 
Expect that you with me ſhould paſs your lite, 


„ No more ambitious to be made your wife. aint, ti! 
„ Tho? ſure my pedigree you cannot ſcorn ; nat dan 
* The daughter of the ſun, a goddeſs born) ay ſhe 
] but entreat you for a time to ſtay, wh our 
« And urge, for your own ſake, the ſhort delay. * | 
The ſeas are rough, which you have cauſe to fer; 1 : 
«© Wait but a friendlier ſeaſon of the year. | of 7 | 
„What haſte? This iſle does no new T roy afford, i ? 4 with 
% No ſecond Rhe/us to employ your ſword. m A yo 
Love revels here, with peaceful myrtle crown' ws dt 
c Andminetheonlyhearethat feels a painful wound. Fo 
She ſaid. His crew the ſwelling ſails diſplay, | * 5 
That bear him and her fruitleſs pray'rs away. | 8 _ 
In vain to her enchantments ſhe returns, - Tet 
Tries all, yet ſtill in hopeleſs flames ſhe burns. ; * 
For Circe's ſake, all lovers I adviſe, _ 
That ſpells, as uſeleſs things, they wou'd deſpiſe WF ' © 
The benefits of travel I have told, P . 2 
Which, for ſick minds, the beſt relief I hold. ole hut 
Bull ur p! 

r ſtill 1 

1 Circe poiſon'd her huſband, the king of the Sarmate, uch what 


was therefore baniſhed by her ſubjects. He was king d 
Trace, and aſſiſted the Trojans with Cavalry, but was deidat 
ed and ſlain by Diomedes and Ulyſſes. 
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zut if, thro' buſineſs, you may {till remain 

1 town, and near the author of your pain; 

ho! 'tis a dang”'rous neighbourhood, I'll ſhew 
Vhat methods there the lover mult purſue. 

le takes the wiſeſt courſe, who from his heart 
does by meer force, wreſt out th” offenſive d 
eſolv'd ſeverely once for all to ſmart. 

maſter of ſuch courage Þ'll admire; 

uch patients will no more advice require. 

ho wants this reſolution to be freed 

t once, by ſlower methods mult proceed; 

o milder remedies I'll him direct, 

nich yet, in time, will have the wiſh'd effect. 
tink, till the thought your indignation move, 
nat damage you've receiv'd by her you love: 
ow the has drain'd your purſe; nor yet content 
ill your eſtate's in coſtly preſents ſpent, 5 
ad you have mortgag'd your laſt tenement. 

ow ſhe did ſwear, and how ſhe was forſworn; 
lot only falſe, but treated you with ſcorn : 

nd, fince her avarice has made you poor, 

red you to take your lodgings at the door: 


25 F lery'd to you, but others the'll careſs ; 
pp e fore-man of a ſhop ſhall have acceſs. 
way "Wt theſe reflections on your reaſon win; 
Js om ſeeds of anger, hatred will begin. 
% or rhet'ric on theſe topics ſhould be ſpent, 
that your wrongs could make you eloquent 
INS» t grieve, and grief will teach you to enlarge, 
jeſpiſe ad, Ike an orator, draw up the charge. 
\ certain nymph did once my heart incline, 
0 hoſe humour wholly diſagreed with mine. 
zul ur phyſician, my diſeaſe confeſs) 
rom my own preſcriptions found redreſs, 
r ſtill J repreſented to my mind, 
mats, th what defects I cou'd ſuppoſe or find. 
as king d K 2 U 
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Oh how ill-ſhap'd her legs, how thick and ſhort! 
(Tho? neater limbs did never nymph fupport) 
Her arms, faid I, how tawny brown they are ! 
(Tho? never ivory ftatue had fo fair) 
How low of ſtature! (yet the nymph was tall.) 
Oh ſor what coſtly preſents will ſhe call ? 
What change of lover's ! And, of all the eſt, 
found this thought ſtrike deepeſt in my bread, 
Such thin partitions good and ill divide, 
That one for t' other may be miſapply'd. 
Ev'n truth, and your own judgment, you muſt ſtrait, 
Thoſe blemiſhes you cannot find, to feign : 
Call her blackmoor, if ſhe's but lovely brown; 
Monſter, if plump; if ſlender, ſkeleton. 
Genſure her free diſcourſe as confidence; 
Her filence, want of breeding, and good ſenſe. 
Diſcover her blind fide, and put her ſtill 
Upon the taſk which ſhe performs but ill. 
Court her to ſing, if ſhe wants voice and ear; 
To dance, if ſhe has neither ſhape nor air; 
If talking miſbecomes her, make her talk : 
If walking, then in malice make her walk; 
Commend her {kill when on the lute ſhe plays, 
Till vanity her want of {kill betrays, 
Take care, if her large breaſts offend your eyes, 
No dreſs do that deformity diſguiſe. 
Ply her with merry tales of what you will, 
To keep her laughing, if her teeth are ill. 
Or if blear-ey'd, ſome tragic ſtory find, 
'Lill ſhe has read and wept herſelf quite blind. 
Zut one effectual method you may take, 
Enter her chamber, e'er ſhe's well awake: 
Her beauty's art ; gems, gold, and rich attire, 
Make up the pageant you ſo much admire ; 
In all that ſpacious figure which you ſee, 
The leaſt, leaſt part of her own ſelf is ſhe. 
In vain for her you love, amidit ſuch coſt, 
You ſearch ; the miſtreſs in the dreſs is loſt. 
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Take her diſrob'd, her real ſelf ſurpriſe, 

PII trait you then, for cure, to your own eyes. 
(Yet have I known this very rule to fail, 

And beauty moſt, when ſtript of art, prevail.) 
Steal to her cloſet, her cloſe 'tiring place, 

While ſhe makes up her artificial tace. 

All colours of the rainbow you'll diſcern, 

Waſhes and paints, and what you're ſick to learn. 


I now ſhould treat of what may pall deſire, 
And quench, in love's own element, the fire, 
(For all advantages you ought to make, 

And arms from love's own magazine to take :) 
| But modeſty forbids at full extent 

To proſecute this luſcious argument: 

Which, to prevent your bluſhes, I ſhall leave 
For your own fancy better to conceive. 

For ſome of late cenſoriouſly accuſe. 

My am'rous liberty, and wanton muſe, . 


14 But envy did the wit of Homer blame, 
Malice gave obſcure Zu/us a name. 7: 
Thus ſacrilegious cenſure wou'd deſtroy : 
5 The pious muſe, who did her art employ, 
2 To ſettle here the baniſh'd gods of 27 . 0 2 
K 3 But 
eyes, 
1 u Fitruwvius relates of this Zoilus, that having compil'd books 


12amſt Homer, and read them to Ptolemy king of Egypt, the 

king made him no reply, being diſpleaſed that he ſhould pre- 

lind {ume to cenſure ſo great a poet. Zoilus afterwards being re- 
Ind. duced to want, came to beg relief of the ſame Ptolery, who 
| thus anſwered, What ! have the works of Homer, after his 

: having been a thouſand years in his grave, been able to maintain 
tire, millions of men: And cannot you, who pretend yourſelf a great- 
er wit than he, by your writings, maintain one? Zuilus, ſome 


C 5 time after was - accuſed of parricide, and crucify'd according 
to the execution then uſed by the ancients in the eaſt. Ale Y 
: all maſters in any of the ſciences have had their Zoiluſes : 


| 

Cicero, Ovid, and even Virgil himfelf could not eſcape them. 
oft. He meaus Virgil, this divine poet, as not ſpared by tho 
Ul . 
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But you, who at my freedom take offence, 
Diſtinguiſh right, before you ſpeak your ſenſe, 
Maos ian ſtrains alone can war reſound, 
No place is there for love and daliance found. 
The tragic ſtile requires a tale diſtreſt, 

And comedy ſubſiſts of mirth and jeſt. 

The tender elegy 1s love's delight, 

V: uich to themſelves pleas'd miſtreſſes recite. 
Callimachns would do Achilles wrong; 

Cydippe were no theme for Home's ſong. 
What mortal patience could endure to ſee 
Thais preſenting chaſte +ndromache? 

Kind Lhazs, (none of YVeftas's nuns) ſupplies þ 
My ſong ; with Thais all my bus'neſs lies: 
The actreſs, if my muſe performs with art, 
You muſt commend, tlio? you diſlike the part. 
Burſt envy ; I've already got a name; 

And, writing more, thall more advance my fame, 
Deſpair not then, for as I longer live, 

Each day freſh fuel for your ſpleen ſhall give. 
Thus fame's increaſing gale bears me on high, 
While tir'd and grovelling on the ground you lie, 
Soft elegy in ſuch eſteem I've plac'd, | 
Not Virgil more the &p'c ſtrain has grac'd, 
Cenſure did us to this digreſſion force; 

Now, muſe, purſue thy intercepted courſe. 


When firſt the nymph admits your viſit, ſtay, 
And take ſome other beauty in your way ; 
More ſafely thus your paſſion you may truſt, 
When you approach her charms with fainter guſt , 
You' 


malice of ſome falſe critics ; which ought to be a comfort to 
fuch as do well in the arts, when envy endeavours to wound 
theu:. p he name of a famous courtezan, whom Meade! 
endeavourcd to repreſent as poſleſt of all the cunning and qu 
Jifications of a perſon of that profe ion. | 
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You'll otherwiſe miſconſt rue, for delight, 

The eagerneſs of your own appetite, 

Deſire does all; the Srorto's cool retreat, 

And ihady grove, relieve in ſummer's heat; 5 
Warm fires in winter: Thirſt makes water ſweet, 
Now is the time, your artifice to try, 

Act nor ſo much the lover as the ſpy : 

For vanity makes all the fair preſume 

There's nothing which their charms can miſbecome. 
Take this occaſion her defects to find, 

When you can fix them deeper in your mind; 
In the dull minute of your diſconteats, 

(The penſive mood when ſated love repents) 

To your ſick thoughts her blemiſhes diſplay, 
And, for averſion, by thoſe means make way. 
Theſe helps you'll ſay are trivial; I confeſs, 
Singly they are, but join'd will have ſucceſs. 
By one ſmall viper's bite an ox is killd ; q 

The foreſt boar by a leſs dog is held. 

Unite my precepts, if apart they fail, 

And by reſiſtleſs number you'll prevail. 


But diff rent minds for diffrent methods call, 
Nor what cures moſt, will have effect on all. 
Ev'n that which makes another's flame expire, 
Perhaps may prove but fuel to your fire. 

For one, diſguiied with the nymph's undreſs, 
Grows cold, and weary of her warm careſs. 
Another from his wanton miſtreſs flies, 

When he his rival's recent raptures ſpies. 
Like warm defire ! And he but little loves, 
Whom ev'ry trifle ſhocks, and nothing moves. 
To thoſe I write, (for my advice they need) 
Whoſe hardy paſſion can unbaulk'd proceed. 
What think you of that lover, who could lie 
Conceal'd, to ſee what cuſtom muit deny? 


I to. 


4 This is a little malicious on the ſexy and ſhews that thy 
leall vice of a miltrels is fatal to a lexer. 
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T to no ſuch undecent means direct, 
Not to be praQtis'd, tho? of ſure effect. 


If to exceſs you find your paſſion riſe, 
I wou'd, at once, two miſtreſſes adyiſe. r 
Divided care will give your mind relief; 
What nouriſh'd one, may ſtarve the twins of grief, 
Large rivers, drain'd in many ſtreams, grow dry: 
Withdraw its fuel, and the flame will die. 
What {hip can ſafely with one anchor ride? 
With ſeveral cables ſhe can brave the tide.. 
Who can at once two paſhons entertain, 
May free himſelf at will from either chain. 
If treated ill by her whom you adore, 
A kinder nymph your freedom mult reſtore. 
No ſooner Minzs did fair Procris view, / 
But ſcandal on Paſphaec's fame he threw. 
From his firſt charmer ſoon Alemæon fled : f 
Calliry- once admitted to his bed. 
Oenone ſtill had Pari miſtreſs been, v 
Had Paris fairer Helen never ſeen. 

Se 


For love when divided is always leaſt violent. The reme- 
dy is not fo ſecure as it is diſhonourable. / Procris to Plotis, 
and not Progrisy as it is in ſome editions; this Procris was 2 
very beautiful woman, with whom Minos fell in love. After 
which he turn'd-off Paſiphae, who out of revenge or want pro- 
ſtituted herſelf ſcandalouſly. f Alcmaon was the fon of Am. 
phiraus, and brother of Amphil.chus ;. who endeavouring to 

urify himfelr for the crime he had committed in murdering 
his mother Eriphile, came to Phegeus, father of Alpheſibæa, 
to whom he gave his mother's fatal chain, and marry'd her, 
Afterwards going to viſit Achelous, he was enamour'd of his 
daughter Callirhoe ; who demanding of him that pre. ious 
chain, he returning to Alpheſibæa, to fetch it, but was killed by 
her brother Timeno and Axionas, and buried in the Acropolis 


of Zacynthus, where grew cypreſs trees, which they call vir- 


ins. In the mean time Alpheſibæa, to revenge her huſband's 
Lach. killed her two brot ers, as Pauſanias reports. v She 
was the daughter of the river Troas, according to Appollodo- 
rus, and of Zanthus, according to others. When Hecube, 
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So Progne's beauty, tho' a wife endear'd 

Her Tercus, till Philomei appear'd. 

But I too long on dry examples dwell: 

Some new deſire your former muſt expel, 

A fruitful mother with one child can part, 

(The reſt ſurviving to ſupport her heart) 

But ſhe's impatiently of one bereft, 

Who has, alas! no ſecond comfort left. 

But left you think that I new laws decree, 

(Tho? proud of the invention I could be) 

The ſame long fince wiſe Agamemron ſaw, 

(What ſaw he not, who kept all Greece in awe!) 

The beauteous captive to himſelf he kept; ww 

Her father fondly for his daughter wept. 

Why doit thou grieve, old fot? thy daughter's bleſt, 

A royal whore. But (to aſſwage the peſt) 

When with his miſtreſs he was forc'd to part, 

The prudent prince ne'er laid the loſs to heart. 
Achilles 


Priam*s wife, and Paris* mother, was with child of him, ſhe 
cream*d ſhe had a firebrand in her womb, which ſhould con- 
{ume Trey to aſhes. To prevent Priam's making him away, 
Hecuba Tent him to mount Ida, to be bred up in the mean con- 
dition of a ſhepherd, and when he grew up, he marry'd Oe- 
none. There he had a viſion of the three naked coddefles, and 
being made arbiter of their bcauties, gave the golden apple 
upon which was written, let it be given to the faireſt, to Venus, 
who had promis'd him the faireſt woman in the world if he 
decided the diſpute in her favour ; Pallas tempted him with 
wiſdom, and June with power, both which he lighted, and 
— pleaſure. His father afterward coming to the know- 
edge of him, and admitting him to court, he from thence 
went to Sparta, ſtole Helen, and Hecuba's dream prov'd too 
true. c Her name was Aftynome, and her father's Chry/es, 
He was Apollo's prieſt; and the god, to revenge the affront 
offered him in the perſon of his prieſt, ſent a plague among 
the Greeks for Agamemnon's raviſhing her, which was not ta- 
ken off till that king of kings reſtor d the young lady to her 
Seher by Calcas's advice, 
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Achilles keeps as fair a laſs as ſhe, 

Their form, their very names almoſt agree. 
Let him, ſaid he, refign her by conſent, 

Or he ſhall feel my kingly power's extent. 
If to my ſubjects this ſhall give offence, 

The name of monarch is a vain pretence. 
Rather than reign, and have my love confin'd, 
My throne ſhall to 7h-r/tes be reſign'd. x 
He ſaid ; and, for a charming miſtreſs loſt, 
Repair'd his ſufferings at another's coſt, 

Do you this royal precedent purſue, 

And quench your former paſlion by a new. 


If you're a ſtranger to the ſex, enquire. 
Where you may find a miſtreſs to admire. 
To learn their haunts my books of love peruſe, 
Where from a ſwarm of heautics you may chuſe. 
But if my precepts have the leaſt pretence 
To truth, and if I ſpeak Apollo's ſenſe, 
Tho? E1na's fires within your boſom glow, 
Diſſemble, and appear more cold than ſnow. 
In ſpite of torture, ſtill from tears refrain 
Laugh when you have moſt reaſon to complain. 
Nor do I ſuch ſevere commands impart, 
At once to bid you tear her from your. heart; 
But counterfeit : You'll prove, in the event, 
That careleſs lover whom you repreſent. 
Oft when the merry round I would not keep, 
I've ſeem'd to nod, and ſeeming, fall'n aſleep. 
I've laugh'd at him, who fooPd away his heart, 
Diſſembling paſſion, *till he felt the ſmart. 
Love comes by uſe; diſuſe will love expel : 
Learn to feign health, and you will ſoon be well. 


If ſhe has bid you come, and fix d the night, 
Tho' ſure that ſhe to mock you did invite, * 
et 


x Therjites was the uglieſt among the Greeks, a great talker. 
ke was one-ey*d, hump-back'd and lame. 


ry. 
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Vet go; and if you find the door faſt lock'd, 
Endure the diſappointment ; be not thuck'd, 

Nor curſe the gate, nor fond entreaties make, 

Nor on the threſhold a hard lodging take : 

And when you ſee her next, complaints forbear, 
Nor in your looks the leaſt reſentment wear. 

Her pride will ſtoop, and give your feign'd negleQ, 
What ſhe deny'd to your ſincere reſpect. 

Nor is't enough your miſtreſs thus to cheat, 

You on yourſelf muſt put the ſame deceit ; 
Acquaint not your own thoughts with the deſign, 
Till the work's done, and you have ſprung the mine. 
For elſe, tis odds, but nature in your heart 

Will faction raiſe, and take your miſtreſs* part, 
What you propoſe will ſoon affected be, 

Your progreſs, ſure, if made with ſecreſy. 

Conceal your nets ; if they are ſpread in fight, 
The bird you mean to take, you'll only fright, 


Nor ſuffer her you love, ſo much to prize 

Her charming ſelf, that ſhe may you deſpiſe. 

Take courage, conſcious of your merit ſeem, 

And worthy you'll appear of her eſteem, 

Ev'n then, when you her door wide open ſpy, 

Nay, tho' call'd in, yet paſs regardleſs by. 

She'll offer you her bed ; refuſe to take 

The favour, or a doubtful anſwer make. 

Let wiſdom once but teach you to abſtain 

From what you wiſh, you may your wiſh obtain. 

Perhaps at my ſevere advice you'll ſtart, 

But know I a& a reconciler's part. 

Diſeaſes in a thouſand forms are rang'd ; 

As tempers vary, med'cines muſt be chang'd. 

Some bodies muſt a ſharp long courſe endure, 

A ſingle drug on others work a cure. 

If your ſoft nature yield to Cup.4's ſtroke, 

And ſtrength is wanting to reject his yoke ; - 
| or- 
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Forbear againſt the wind and tide to ſtrive, 
Slacken your ſail and with the current drive, 
For firſt the raging thirſt in which you fry 
Muſt be aſſwag'd, ere other means you try; 
Drink freely then ; nor can you ſafely truſt y 
To ſatisfaction, drink ev'n to diſguſt. 

Viſit your miſtreſs, keep her in your fight, 
Lock'd up all day, and in your arms all night. 
Still fit at board, tho? appetite decay, 

And, tho' you find you could be abſent, ſtay ; 
Indulge defire, till your defires are cloy'd ; 
And love, by too much plenty, is deſtroy'd, 


Ev'n fear with paſſion will ſome minds inſpire, 
Remove diſtruſt, and paſſion will retire. 
Who fears ſome rival ſhould his miſtreſs gain, 
Machasn's ſkill can ſcarce relieve his pain. z 
Since no fond mother for her darling fon 
Feels greater pangs when to the war he's gone. 


Near the Sa/arian gate a temple's plac'd, 
With Erycinian Venus worſhip grac'd. 
"Tis there Lethæan love cures love's defire, a 
Bedews his lamps, and water blends with fire; 
There ſweet forgetfulneſs griev'd lovers find, 
And injur'd nymphs, whoſe huſbands prove unkind, 
There in a viſion, (if a viſion 'twere) 
J heard the Cupid ſpeak, or ſeem'd to hear, 
O thou who doſt ſometimes teach youth to love, 


Then rules preſcribe their paſſions to remove. 
2 One 


3 This is not the only advice which Ovid gives, that has a 
little too much of Libertini/m in it; but he propoſes a leſs evil 
to avoid a greater. 2 Machaon, ſon of Eſculapius, and brother 
to Podilirius, who both inherited the gift of medicine of their 
father. a Lethe, the river of forgetfulneſs. There was one in 


_ Lydia of that name, another in Macedon, another in Span, and 


another in Crete. 
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One powerful precept more let me impart, 

Unknown to you, a maſter in the art. 

Bid him who loves, and would love's yoke reject, 

On his own life's misfortunes oft refle& : 

For all have croſſes, tis the common lot. 

Let him, who deeply into debt 1s got, 

Think on a jail, and how he ſhall ſuſtain 5 

Confinement, more ſevere than Crufid s chain. 

Let him who ſerves a rigid father's will, 

And ſees his filial duty treated ill, | 

(Whate'er ſucceſs in other things he find) 

Keep ſtill his father's angry looks in mind. 

Let him who has that double curſe of life, 

At once a ſhrew and beggar to his wife, 

Inſtead of gallantry abroad, contrive 

Domeſtic famine from her door to drive. 

Vou that are maſters of a gen'rous ſoil, 

Look to your vines, employ your careful toil, 5 

Leſt ſudden froſts the hopeful vintage ſpoil. 

One has a trading veſſel homeward bound; 

Let him imagine ſtorms, his ſhip unſound, 

Bulg*d, founder'd, wreck'd, and more, ſome bar- 
b'rous coaſt 

Enrich'd with the dear cargo he has loſt, 

Fear for your ſon, who ſerves in the campaign, 

And for your daughter be in greater pain. 

L 


For 


b The poet by the ſwift calends underſtands the month of 
One January, when creditors ſued their debtors ; and this court 
was near the temple of Janus. They are call'd ſwift calends, 
for theſe being days of payment, debtors thought they came 
has a ound very faſt. This thought reflects on the extravaganee of 
ſs evil lovers, who ſquander away their eſtates, run in debt, and ruin 
rother WI ſelves by their amours. The firſt days of the other months 
f their Wl vere pay -daye, as well as thoſe of January, but not terms for 
one in fung: And from theſe calends Auguſtus us d to ſay of an 
„ and ne that was inſolvent, or would not pay his debts, he wi 
* pay at tue Greet calends, that is never; the Greeks having us 
calends, as the Romans had. | 
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For mortifying cares you need not roam, Hard b. 
By thouſands they will throng to you at home, As if fc 
If Haie, Hels charms you would abhor, Twas 1 
Behold your brothers welt'ring in their gore, No fail 
Thus ipake the god, till from my fancy's view Her nu; 


[uit o'e: 
She offe 
And, th 
No W, M 
could 
Let di ſa: 


1 


His youthful form, ſleep from my eyes, withdrey 
What ſhall I do, my Palinurus gone. c 
And left to ſteer through untry'd ſeas alone ? 


But ſolitude muſt never be allow'd; 
A lover's ne'er ſo ſafe as in a crowd, 
For private places private grief increaſe ; 
What haunts you there, in company will ceaſc, 


If to the gloomy deſart you repair, But v 
Your milſtreſs' angry form will meet you there, L 1 
What makes the night leſs chearful than the day! =.“ 55 
'Your griefs are preſent, and your friends away. Y ah 
Nor {hun diſcourſe, nor make your houſe a cell; 8 
Deſpair and darkneſs ſtill together dwell. E | 
To comfort you, ſome Pars admit. 91 89 7 
Which is of friendſhip the chief benefit. * ” d 
To death's cold arms what made poor Phil/is fly? * _ 
*T'was leſs her grief, than want of company. 7 * by 
Wild as a Bacchanal, her way ſhe took, , * 8 
With hair diſhevell'd, and diſtracted look; « 3 ll 
Far out to ſea ſhe caſt her prying eyes; * land 
Now ſtretch'd upon the ſandy beach ſhe lies: Er 5 
Faithleſs Demopſen to deaf waves ſhe cry'd, nd the! 
While fighs her interrupted words divide, Anothe 
Han y living 

ally hi 

c Palinurus was one of Ancas's companions, and his pilot Loo weak 
who falling aſleep at the helm, tumbled with it in his hand he meets 
into the ſea, and after three days ſwimming, arriv'd at pr: Wnd all h 


Felino in Italy, where he was robbed and kilied by the ink 
witants. For this they were ſeverely plagued, and javing cob 


ſulted Allo's oracle to appeaſe his ghoſt, conſccrated a p10 BY © There's 
$0 him, and built him a tomb -n the next promontory, call *Wothing is n. 


dy the Ttalians the cape of Palnurus. "mMmunicat 
4365 by f 
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Hard by a loneſome tree its ſhadow caſt, 
As if for ſolitary miſchief plac'd : 


* Twas now her ninth ſad viſit to the ſhore; 
No ſail appears, and the'll expect no more: 

WV Her nuptial girdle round her wailt was ty'd, 

lren MW ſuf o'er her head a ſtretching bough the ſpy'd ; 
She offers, and flies back, dreads what the dares ; 
And, thus confus'd, the fatal net prepares. 
Now, wretched Phlilis, while this deed was done, 
| could have wiſh'd thou hadit not been alone. 
Let diſappointed lovers warning take 
By thee, and never company forſake. 

le, But while ſociety do preſcribe, 

i mean not tligſe of your own ſighing tribe: 

pe For nothing fure can more injurious he 


To one in love, as lovers company. d 
patient, who my orders did obey, 

And to his cure was in a hopeful way, 

By keeping lovers company one night, 

Relaps'd, beyond my {kill to ſet him right, 

fl? uch dang*rous neighbourhood you muſt avoid: 
e flock's by one contagious ſheep deſtroy'd. 

If health you'd keep, ſhun thoſe that are unſound ; 
By looking on ſore eyes our own we wound; - 
Dry lands are oft by neighb'ring rivers drown'd. 
ove's peſt allows no ſatety but in ſight; 

ind the infected, to infect, delight. 


Another, who quite thro? his courſe had gone, 
dy living near his miſtreſs was undone. 
Nalhly his ſtrength, e'er well confirm'd, he tries, 


iis pile: weak to ſtand th* encounter of her eyes. 

his handÞtie meets, and conquers with one ſingle view, 
vey ind all his freſh-ſkin'd wounds guſh forth a-new. 
the ink 


ing oa L 2 To 


| a gro'W © There's a ſort of dangerous infection in it. And indeed 
Ys call eching is more certain, than that what is bad is more ealily 
ommunicated to another, than what is good; whick the pect + 
-a26s by ſimiles, as he is wont to do. | 
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To ſave your houſe from neighb'ring fire is hard, 
Diſtance from danger 1s the ſureſt guard. 

Avoid your miſtreſs? walks, and ev'n forbear 
The civil offices you paid to her. 

Change all your meaſures, new affairs purſue; 
Find out (if poſſible) a world that's new. 

A table ſpread to view gives appetite; 

To ſee a guſhing rill does thirſt excite. 

To leap their females in a neighb'ring plain, 
Your bull will break his fence, the ſteed his rein, 
Nor is't enough to quit the nymph, but you 
Muſt to her friends and kindred bid adieu; 

Nor to your fight admit the page or maid, 

By whom the tender £i/l:t-Deux's convey'd. 
And, tho' impatient, ſtifle your deſire; 

Nor of her health, nor what ſhe does, enquire, 


Ev'n you who powerful reaſons can aſſign, 
That 'twas ill treatment made your love decline; 
Forbear complaints, and no invective make; 

By ſcornſul ſilence, beſt revenge you'll take. 
Bury your paſſion in a ſpecchleſs grave, 

Deſiſt from love, but do not ſay you have. 

If over- much you boaſt, the ſymptom's ill; 
Who always cries, I've done with love, loves ſtill. 


To make ſure work, quench leiſurely the fire; 
He's ſafe, who can by juſt degrees retire. 
A torrent's ſwift, a ſtream does gently glide, 
But that's a ſhort, and this a laſting tice; 
That love muſt irrecoverably decay, 
Which does by atoms waſte itſelf away. 


Yet, ev'n humanity mult necds abhor, 
Thet you ſhould hate the nymph you did adore, 
For he diſcovers a meer brutal mind, 
Whole love to enmity the way can find. 
A gentle cure is what I recommend ; 
Far he whoſe paſſion can in hatred end, 
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As ſoon may to his firſt defire return; 

His fire does ſtill beneath the embers burn. 

To ſee two lovers at outragious odds, 

Is ſcandal and offence to men and gods. 

Many have rail'd, and yet been reconcil'd, 

That minute they their miſtreſſes revil'd. 

Others I've known, who parting without ſtrife, 
Have fairly taken leave — but ta'en for life. 


A nymph but lately paſting in her chair, 
Met with her lover; (1 by chance was there) 
He ſtorm'd, and with reproaches fill'd the air. 
At laſt, Come jorth, thou hai ici, come, he cry'd: 
She came; at ſight of her his tongue was ty'd. 
The writings in his hand he flings away, 

Runs to her arms, and has but pow'r to ſay, 
Yowre cos que rd, and no more [Ul aijobey. 


Let her the preſents you have ſent retain, 
And to a leſs prefer the greater gain. 
Weigh the advantage by that lots you reap, 
And think the purchaſe of your freedom cheap. 


If to her preſence you by chance are driv'n, 
Streight recollect the precepts I have giv'n, 
dince with your 4/9424. you muſt engage, 

To whet your courage, muſter all your rage, 
Think on your rival in her chamber kept; 
While you, excluded, on her threſhold ſlept. 
How falſely the has treated you; aud then 
More falſely ſworn, to draw you in again. 


Study no dreſs when lhe is to be ſcen, 
Zut wear your garments careleſs as your mein. 
Ur, if the ſparkiſh mode your fancy ſeize, 
Take care it be ſome other uymph to pleaſe. 


What molt retards your cure, I'll now reveal; 
And to your own experience dare appeal; 
Hoping to be at laſt belov'd, (tho' vain 


Thoſe hopes) we linger, and indulge our pain. 
L 3 IT our 
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I' our own defects, thro? ſelf-opinion, blind, 
We wonder how the fair can be unkind. 


Ne'er think that what ſhe ſays or ſwears is true: 
Zhe fears the gods no more than ſhe fears you, ; 
Nor truſt her tears, tho? plenteous tears diſtil; 
Their eyes are diſciplin'd to weep at will. 

With various art they ſtorm a lover's mind, 
Like ſome bleak rock, expos'd to waves and wind, 


Nouriſh the juſt reſentment in your heart, 
Nor e'er declare the reaſon why you part. 
For tax'd with crimes, ſhe'll plead her innocence; 
And you'll too much incline to her defence. 
Contract th* indictment; ſpinning out the charge, 
But ſhew you'd have her clear herſelf at large. 


Nor yet abruptly ſhould you leave the fair, 
And like /, drive them to deſpair : 
To no ſuch violent methods I'll adviſe, 
Nor aid a lover, while his miſtreſs dics. 
I mean not Cryp's purple wings to clip, 
Nor break his bow, or feather'd arrows ſtrip. 
The counſels that I gave are juit and true, 
Do you as faithfully my rules purſue. 
Phwubus, to thee once more for aid I run; 
Aſſiſt me, as thou haſt already done. 
He comes, he comes, he'll inſtantly appear, 
His quiver and his ſounding harp I hear, e 
Both ſigns moſt certain that the god 1s near. 


Compare your baſtard ſcarlet with the right, 
The dif*”rence will appear, tho' both are bright, 
Your charmer ſo by firſt-rate beauties place, 


And her defects, by brighter luſtre trace. 
Ain 


e The ſame. Mercury gave him, with which he vanquiſh'd 
Mash, who challeng'd him to a trial of {kill in Mulic, for 
which he Was a little too ſeverely puniſh'd. 
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Pallas was tall and graceful, ſternly fair, 

And Juno carry'd a majeltic air; 

Singly they pleas'd, and by each other, charm'd, 
ue; But both by Venus preſence were diſarm'd. 


Nor manhood yet muſt you ſo far diſgrace 
As to become the vaſſal of the face, 
Nor to meer beauty your devotion pay; 
ind. Her breeding, humours, and her manners weigh : 
But in the ſcale of an impartial mind ; 
Or inclination will your judgment blind. 
What more I have to ſay, will lie compriz'd 


"Og In little room, but muſt not be deſpis'd. 
| Thoſe ſhort receipts have cures on many done, 
ge, And, of that number, I myſelf am one. 


The letters ſent you, when your nymph was kind, . 
Reviſe not, for they'll ſhake your conſtant mind: 
But ſay, when you commit them to the fire, 

« Be this the fun'ral pile of my deſire ; 

« Periſh my love, in this juſt flame expire.“ 8 
Althea burnt the fatal brand, and knew, / 

The brand conſuming, her own ſon ſhe flew. 

Can you, whoſe kindneſs had a worſe return, 
Repine, a few deceitful words to burn ? 

No; make a total ſacriſice, nor ſpare 

The very ſeal that does her image bear, 


As ever have been conſcious to your love. 


You'll ſay, (and grieve to think thoſe joys are fled) 
This was th' apartment, this the happy bed! 


From all ſuch places too you muſt remove, 


it, The dear remembrance will renew deſire, 
ut, And to freſh blaze blow up the ſleeping fire. 
The 
Pal. F Alihea, wife of Oeneas, king of Calydonia, and mother of 
| Meleagar, who hearing all her other tons were killed in a ſe- 
"er dition, in a fury flung the brand into the fire, upon which the 
wt fate of Melcagar depended, and then itabb'd, or hanged her- 
ic, fgr fall, | , bl 3% 
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The Heli conld wiſh t' haveſhun'd th? Eubian coaſt; g 
And vengeful fire, by which their fleet was loſt. 
Wile ſailors tack, while *c5/{-'s rock they ſpy; 5 
So you ſhould from your miſtreſs* dwelling fly. 
There ſtands the rock on which. you ſplit before, 
Imagine there you hear: C-aryodis roar, i 


But chance itſelf ſometimes may ſtand your friend, 


And give your griefs an unexpected end. 

Had '#. .'s wealth to poverty declin'd, 

She never for !7;9p;11tus had pin'd. 

O were een born a-rural maid, 

No faithleſs. 7/97. had implor'd her aid. 

But love in pamper'd palaces is bred, 

By pleaſure, and luxurious riches fed. 

Not I cue or rus could arrive 4 

At Hymer's joy, tho' long. they did ſurvive:: 
For both were poor; and Crp14 {till ſhoots high, 
His ſhafts above the humble cottage fly. 

Yet ſo ſevere a cure | can't approve, 

Or bid you ſtarve yourſelf, to ſtarve your love. 


But. 


g Nauplius, king of Tuboca and Scrip bus, the father of Pu- 
lamedes, to revenge the death of his ſon, ſet up a watchlight 
upon a promontory, which the Greeks, being overtaken in a 
ſtorm, took for a ſignal of the ſafe landing place, and ſo fell in 
among the rocks, as Nanphus intended it: But he finding 


, Ulyſſes had eſeap' d, in a rage threw himſelf into the ſca lis 


ſaid that Scylla, daughter of Niſiu, falling in love with Minds, 
who had beſieged Mezgara, of which her father was king, ſhe 
cut off that lock ot hair on which his ſtrength and fortune de- 
pended, and the city being taken, he was turned into an of- 
prey. Minos afterwards {lighted Scylla; ſhe-dy'd of deſpair, 
aud was metamorphoſed into a lark. i This rock lies over- 
againſt Zancla in Sicily, at the entrance of the ſtreights of 
Meſſina. & Hecale was a poor old woman, who entertam'd 
Theſeus at her cottage in one of his enterpriſes 3 and Irus, one 
ef Penelope s ſuitors, who bein extremely poor, was alnoſt 
ſtarved, and ſo weak that CH, knock'd him on the head 
with his fiſt, Irus's poverty occaſion'd the proverb Vo pan 
periwur * 
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But ne'er fraquent the wanton theatre, 
Where vain defires in all their pomp appear; 
From muſic, dancing, and an am'rous part, / 
Perform'd to th' life, how can you guard your heart? 


Againſt my ſelf, I frank confeſſion make; 
Into your hands no am'rous poet take, 
Whoſe Syr er muſes draw the liſt'ning throng, 
And charm them into ruin, by their ſong. 
Cailtmachus firſt, from your fight remove, 
Baniſh Philetas next; they are friends to love. 
How oft have Saphs's odes ſet me on fire! 

Who can contain, that hears Anacreon's lyre ? 
Who reads Tibullus, muſt his paſſion feel; 
Propertius can diſſolve a heart of ſteel; 

Nor Gallus fails the coldeſt breaſt to warm ; 
And ev'n my muſe has found the art to charm, 


But if Apollb, who conducts my ſong, 
Secures me in this point from gueſſing wrong; 
The pain with which-moſt ſentibly you're griev'd, 
Is on th* account of jealouſy conceiv'd, | 
No fear of rivals muſt your heart torment ; 
For, true or falſe, yet for your own content, 
At leaſt perſuade your ſelf that you have none; 
And that the harmleſs creature ſleeps alone. 
(recs ne'er could find his nymph had charms, 
Till he beheld her in another's arms. 
Why 2/ene/aus, doſt thou now take on? 
In C ete you long could ſauntring ſtay alone; 
Your Helen's abſence ne'er diſturb'd your reſt ;, 
No ſooner fled ſhe, with her 774 gueſt, 
The royal cuckold raves, and he muſt make 
A ten years war to fetch the harlot back. 

'T'was 


Meaning that of the Mimes, where the poſtures were very 
debauch'd, and the fight of them dangerous to manners. #2 
Soft poems, clegics of love, and pleaſant ſongs, revive ama: 
rpus fancies, and ſnould be avoided. 


* 
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"Twas on this ſcore the fierce Achilles wept ; 
With Agamemneon his Briſeis ſlept. 

Good cauſe to weep, the maiden toy was got, 
Or great Alcides was a ſovereign ſot ; | 
His game of love were Ovid to have play'd, 
The poet had the better hero made. 

At lait with gifts he did the laſs reſtore, 

And that the was untouch'd profoundly ſwore. 
Swore by his ſceptre ;-- nor can that ſeem odd; 
He knew his ſceptre but a wooden god. 


O could you once arrive but to the pow'r, 
As unconcern d, to paſs your Miſtreſs? door: 
Strongly reſolve, tho? ne'er ſo loth to ſtir, 
For now's the time to ſtretch with whip and ſpur. 
Think there's the Syrer's den, the deadly bay.“ 
Make all the fail you can and ſcud away. 
Your fond reſentment quit, and condeſcend 
To take your very rival for your friend. 
Salute him Kindly, tho' with deep regret ; 
Embrace him, I'll pronounce your cure compleat, 


Now to perform a true phyſicians part, 
And ſhew I'm perfect maſter of my art; 
J will preſcribe what diet you thall uſe. 
What food you ought to take, and what refuſe. 
Muſhrooms of ev'ry fort provoke deſire, 
Salacious rocket ſets your veins on fire: 

The plant I'd recommend 1s wholeſome rue, 
It clears the fight, and does the blood ſubdue : 


2 Ir. the original Lataphages, that is, eaters of the fruit ot 2 
certain tree call'd Lotos, The Lotophages were a people of 
Aſrica, who, as Strabo writes, inhabited an iſland call'd Me- 
nynge : Ulyſſcs's company having taſted of this country fruity 
thought no more of their return, ſo delicious did they think it. 
The tree was 2s big as a pear-tree, and the fruit about the 
hignefs of a bean of a faflron colour, and extremely ſwect, 
hut it chang'd its nature if tranſplanted into Italy. The S. 


us are reported to ſing off this ſhore. 
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But in a word, of all the herbs that grow, 

Take only ſuch as keep the body low. 

If my opinion you wou'd have of wine, 

It quenches love, and does to love incline, 

A little breath of wind but fans the fire, 

Whoſe flame will in a happier blaſt expire. 

In wine you muſt no moderation keep : 

You muſt not drink at all; or drink ſo deep, £ 
So large a doſe, as put your cares to ſleep. 


Now to our port we are arriv'd: bring down 
The jolly wreath, our leaky bark to crown. 5 
Your grief redreſt, and now a happy throng, 


Ye nymphs and youths applaud my healing ſong. 


„ The poet having finiſh'd his work, demands a time of 
reſt, to enjoy the glory he had deſerv'd by his labour, as the 
ſeamen when they enter their port after a long voyage: It be- 


ing the cuſtom to adorn the ſhip with garlands on ſuch occa- 
ſions. 
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By CHAUCER. 


„5 


NC as I lay by heavy ſleep oppreſs'd, 
With this ſtrange whim myfancywas polleſs'd, 
I dreamt that Cpid call'd me to his court 
On mount Cithera, where his ſlaves retort ; 

Where Venus, queen and (5/7, fills che throne, 
Her kingdom ſharing with her darling ſon ; 

There was I ſtraight commarded to appear, 

By Mer uy the winged meſſenger: 

Away I went, thro' ſtrange and diſtant lands, 

The coaſt enquiring where Zo: e's palace itands ; 
At laſt a crowd of travellers I found, 

And a{k'd them whether they ſo faſt were bound; 
One, looking like a maid, cry'd gentle friend, 

To Cupi's court our willing ſteps we beud : 

Oh! where's his court? ſaid I: 'Fhe »ymph reply'd, , 
High on Cithe- a ſtands, with tow'ring pride, 

A ſtately caſtle, his imperial ſeat, 

In which he lives magniſicently great. 

Her ſteps I follow'd till my eager fight, 

Reaching the hill, ſound her deſcription right: 
3 A. 2 Amaz'd : 
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Amaz'd I ſaw the building large and ſtrong, 
Vaſt were the domes, the marble turrets long, 
But gold and jewels hid the matly ſtone, 

And ftretching to the flies with luſtre ſhone : 
Saphires and rubies mingled various lights, 


More ſparkling than the ſtars in winter nights ; 


Ard 7-065 darted on this happy place 

His luſtre, to regaia the Qu good grace 
For chancing once unluckily to find 

Alars in her arms, he had enrag'd her mind; 


But now to pleaſe the offended Queen be ſtrove, 
Which ſhew'd his longing for the ſweets of love. 


For all the Gods that on U/ymphus dwell, 
Kv'n J and Plits, kings of heaven and hell, 


All thin gs that live on earth, or breathe * 


The mighty joys of this beſt realm approve. 
Arriv'd at court, J found the palace- rooms 
Adorn'd with hangings made in coſtly looms : 


Fair maids I met, that mov'd with heav'nly grace, 


And young men vulking with a luſty pace; 
Old men I ſaw too, but I could not dream 
What ſervice Venus could receive from them. 
Penſive J ſtood, and fearful to be ſeen, 

Till one I ſpy'd belonging to the queen, 
Call'd Philome/; J knew her once a maid, 


But all her life ſhe lov'd: My friend, he ſaid, 


Welcome to Crpid's Court, but you, I fear, 
Receiv'd from Mercury a ſummons here. 

] anſwer'd, Les: She ſaid your negligence 
Will then be thought a wilful dire offence ; 
For all that live in luxury and eaſe, 

By nature form'd the charming ſex to pleaſe, 
To this fam'd palace early ſhould repair, 
And haſten to the ſervice of the feir ; 

But you that abſent durſt fo long remain, 
WWithout a beat Lad better crefs the main, 
Than bear the curſe that diſobedience draws 
On hold contemners cf love's ſacred laws. 
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For no unhappy man ſuch torments bear, 

As wretches doom'd to feel affliction here. 

Soon they perceive their appetite decay 'd, 

Love makes their health decreaſe, their colour fade, 

Long fince I tempted you to Cre: s court: 

Now he'll receive you with a ſullen port. 

Ferhaps repentance may the god allwage ; 

Bat why thould you ſo long provoke his rage? 

[ anſwer*d tis : —— With ſorrow 1 repent, 

Wretch that J am, a life fo vainly ſpent ; 

And, having ſpoke, by her I ſtreight was led 

To a vaſt hill, with various carpets ſpread, 

And cloth of gold; oa which I wond'ring found 

A throne of {tate, erected from the ground. 

Where Venus fat, with her imperial ſon ; 

Each had a ſceptre, and a radiant crown, 

To ſee their porap I could *till no have ſtood, 

Tlloughtleſs of drink, and deliitute of food: 

The pleaſures of we fam'd EHu field, 

Can no ſuch rapture to a ſtranger yield: 

No wonder Jeu, bleſs'd with ſuch a mein, 

Aad ſuch a perion, reigns, of beauty queen. 

Her golden hair, diſhevell'd, criſp, and long, 

In eaſy curls, around her ſhoulders hung; 

And every beam that's darted from her eyes, 

Piercing and ſharp, like pointed arrows ſlies. 

The King of Love, had danger by his ſide. 

The Qucen deſpair : And looking further wide, 

Attendance, fear, and flattery, I view'd, 

And hope, with ſtrength, above the reſt endu'd 3 

And wrinkled jealouſy, with young delight, 

Open and free and chearful to the fight; 

And envy lurking in a ſecret place, 

Lean was her body, leering was her face; 

Repining at the fortunate lhe ſat, 

And at that diltauce one might {ce her fret, 

Below the throne, an humble ſighiug crowd 

With preſſing ſuits, and warm petitions boy, 'd, 
4 3 Them 
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Then Phil:mel J afſk'd whence came the tide 

- Ofallſthoſe thronging ſuppliants? She reply'd, 
Fromdiverſe realins they come: Thoſe dreſs'd in blue, 

Shew by that colour, they have ſtill been true. 
The men in black lament, that thoſe, they love 
Are ſick, or dead, or that they cruel prove. 
What makes thoſe prieſts, ſaid I, in court appear? 
Have they the privilege of ſerving here ? 

The dame reply'd, full many maids can tell 
None are more welcome, and none ſerve ſo well, 
While thus I view'd, with Te , the crowd, 
A herald from the king cry'd out aloud, 

Come all ye ſtrangers, to the throne, draw near 
And inſtantly before the King appear. 

In haſte I ran, and kneel'd before the throne, 
All pale and trembling; as a wretch undone : 
The king look'd ſternly, and demanded, why 

T came fo late, and what I cou'd reply? 
Weeping, I anſwer'd, Oh, my ſovereign lord, 
One act of mercy to your {lave afford; 

If yet, a rebel both in word and thought, 

I never lov'd fo truly as J ought ; 

I will henceforth endeavour to fulfil 

The juſt decrees of your almighty will. 

Well, all is pardon'd, he reply'd, if now 

To me allegiance and true faith you'll vow : 
Then ſtraight he call'd an officer of ſtate, 

His name is Rigour, ſolemn was his gaite, 

And grim his look unmov'd with gold or prayer; 
A ſtatute-book he brought, and ſaid, © You ſwear 

True to remain, in deed, in thought, and word, 
4 To Venus, and her ſon your ſov'reign lord. 

& To love one fair, unchangeably *till death, 
„And own your paſſion with your lateſt breath: 
Jo bear the various temper of her mind, 

« And let her will your juſt obedience find: 

Jo give the honour to her virtue due, 

And think all tales that blaſt her fame, _ 
7 6 TO 
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The Court of Love, / 


& To ſwear her conduct is exa@ly right, 

« And in defence of that opinion ig. 

&« To find what preſent or device the loves, 

« And oft to lend her what the moſt approves ; 
« To write, to dreſs, to practiſe ev'ry art 

« Yourſelf to recommend, and gain her heart ; 
„Jo take no pleaſure abſent from her tight, 

« But by refle-.ing on your paſt delight; 

Nor abſence long endure, but juſtly chuſe, 
Rather than live from her, your lite to loſe,” 
All this I ſwore ; and as I turu'd the book, 
On other ſtatutes of the realm to look, 

Rigour cry*d out, hold, traitor to the queen, 
Thoſe ſacred itatutes are not to be cen : 

Thoſe are the laws for womaukind ordain'd, 
That with men's eyes were never yet profan'd ;. 
Nor e'en with mine, tho' I on Venus wait, 

Long truſted with her deep affairs of (tate. 
Believe me friend, mankind mult ſtill deſpair 
To know the rules and maxims of the fair, 

And when you ſee them change with ev'ry wind, 
Themſelves indulging, to their flaves unkind, 
Conclude their duty to thele laws they pay; 
Which, tho' unwillingly, they mult obey. 

Now ſeek the temple of the Queen of Love, 

And may her ſon your juſt deſires approve : 

All you whoſe choice is made, her grace implore, 
To ſerve and pleaſe the ladies you adore ; 

And each that wants a miſtreſs, pray to find 

By her propitious aid, ſome beauty kind. 

We all obey'd the words that &:gour ſpoke, 
Devoutly, flow and eaſy ſteps we took. 

Ent'ring the temple, which fam'd artiſts built, 
Soft was the front, the lovely roof was gilt: 
Thechearfulchoir with well-cary'd works was lin'd, 
And am'rous paintings on the pillars ſliin'd. 
There Dido, that unhappy dying queen, 

With falſe eas, in one piece was ſeen. 


And 
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And other pictures round the walls were ſpread, 
Or men and maids, for love untimely dead. 

R1iz'd in the middle ifle, fond ſouls to avre, 

A golden image of the queen we ſaw ; 

This all ador'd: Some looking freth and fair, 
Some worn with grief, or blaſted by deſpair: 
zome in new mantles dreit ; and ſome in old, 
Like half-ſtarv'd beggars, ugly to behold. 

Some pale as death appear'd; ſome glow'd like fire, 
Conteiling ſo their inward fierce detire: 

Theſe with their loud complaints the queen beſought 
Lo cure thoſe ills, that cruel love had wrought; 
Nad punich all ſuch authors of their woes, 

Az mock'd their ſuffertags, or had broke their vows. 
zut all the happy there, whoſe envy'd lives 

Were bleſs'd with joys which bounteous Yenus gives, 
Cry'd goddeſs, hail! propitious to redreſs 

The cares of mortals, and their hearts to bleſs; 
May no diviſions in your fealm be found, 

Since the whole world in love's ſoft chaias is bound: 
This is the life of joy your vot'ries know, | 
Who feel their bliſs of paradiſe below: 

Love cures our vices, and refines our hearts; 

The ſource of manners, induſtry, and parts: 
Honour to you, celeſtial queen, we pay, 

Whoſe minds are lighted with your beauty's ray. 
Taught by the prayers thoſe happy lovers made, 
1 try'd my wit, and thus devoutly ſaid: 

Faireſt of all that e'cr in nature ſhin'd, 

Light of the world, and comfort of mankind, 

To you, O goddeſs, I my heart bequeath, 

Freely beſtow a thing that's yours 'till death, 
Yours be the choice, I only wiſh to find 

A faithtul miſtrets, beautiful, and kind ; 

No woman yet my ſettled paſſion moves; 

One I have ſeen, whom moſt my ſoul approves ; 
Of ſtature low, caſt in a lovely mould, 


Healthful and young, with hair more bright than * 
er 
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Her looks are freſh, her countenance demure, 
Her eyes, tho' Killing, look like cryital pure: 
Her could I ſerve; but if your high decree 
That fair denies, ſome other find for me, 
With whom 1n pleaſure I may ſpend my life; 
My mittreſs, empreſs, any thing but wiſe, 

So will I always ſacrifice to you, 

And with D:aa conſtant war purſue ; 

A jig fer her and all her chaſitty, 

Let monks and friars her diſciples be. 

Thus in the temple having ſaid my prayer, 
Another image I diſcover'd there; 

A tender maid, ſaid F/iiome!, does claim 

That ſacred ſbrine, and Pity is her name: 

In all the court, none knows ſo well the art 

To help a lover, or to ſave a heart; 

Her all.commanding int'reſt cannot fail; 

Gain but her friendſhip, and you muſt prevail, 
Now you ſhall ſee the faireſt thing alive, 

Come on with me, and by your carriage ſtrive 
To pleaſe a lady of the niceſt taſte, 

Whoſe air 1s prudent, as her life 1s chaſte ; 
Call'd Rz/a/inda; could you gain her grace, 
Well might you bleſs the goddeſs of this place: 
Take care your ſenſe and modeſty to ſhow, 

She hates a pert, inſipid, prating beau. 

Then ſtreight ſne led me to a ſpacious room: 
Where &Ry/alids fat in beauty's bloom: 

At the firſt figlt a fHiv'ring pain I found 

In all my veins, my heart receiv'd a wound; 

I dreaded much to ſpeak, my voice was broke, 
Yet when my ſighs permitted, thus I ſpoke; 
Accept my ſervice, thou celeitial fair, 

And oh : receitc a dying lover's care; 

To your commands my painful heart I bind, 
And nave tor ever liberty reſign'd, 

She made no anſw 5 and I ſoon retir'd, 
To preſs not daring, tho? by love inſpir* d; 
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But ſtill her image dwelt within my breaſt, 

Too excellent to be in verſe expreſt. 

Her head 1s round, and flaxen is her hair, 

Her eye-brows darker, but her fore-head fair, 

Straight is her noſe; her eyes like em'ralds bright; 

Her well-made cheeks are lovely red and white; 

Short is her mouth, her lips are made to kiſs, 

Roſy and full, and prodigal of bliſs; 

Her teeth like iv'ry are, well-fiz'd and even: 

And to her breath etherial ſweets are given: 

Her hands are ſnowy white, and ſmall her waiſt, 

And what is yet untold is ſure the beſt. 

Had 7-ve himſelf beheld this heav'nly fair, 

Caliſti never had been made a ſtar ; 

He ne'er had born Eurepa on his back, 

Nor turn'd a mortal for A/cmera's ſake; 

Nor try'd the virtue of a golden ſhower, 

To enter Danac's well-defended tower: 

For all their beauties had too mean appear'd 

With Re/ali,di's matchleſs charms compar'd. 

Soon I return'd her heav'nly form to view, 

And ſtill my wound's impreſſion deeper grew ; 

And thus I ſpoke: O nature's boaſted pride, 

For torments caus'd by you, ſome cure provide; 

Prais'd be my fate, and ever bleſs'd the hour, 

That made me ſubject to yeur lawful pow'r: 

Not Asta, could greater paſſion boaſt, 

Tho? for one woman the whole world he loſt, 

She anſwer'd, Friend, your ſervice I diſclaim, 

Who are you, pray? Whence come you? What's 

your name ? 

Men call me Celaden, in verſe I write, 

And ſongs at home, with ſome applauſe, indite : 

Oh, why 1s ev'ry flower and pleaſing root, 

That in the muſes happy garden ſhoot, 5 

Deny'd me now? And why muſt I deſpair, 

With ſweets of verſe, to charm the brighteſt nl 
Thus, 
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Thus, gentle muſe, my humble breaſt inſpire 
With ſacred numbers and celeſtial fire; 4 
And, Pallas, thy propitious light convey, 

To chace the miſt of ignorance away -—. 

Peace, rhyming fool, and learn henceforth to make 
A fitter choice; your woman you miſtake, 

O mercy, Venus] mercy from above! | 
Why ſhould you curſe me with ſuch helpleſs love? 
Behold the moſt abandon'd ſoul on earth; 

Ill was I got, and woful was my birth. 

Unleſs ſome pity on my pains you ſhed, 

The froſly grave will quickly be mi bed 

Thus having ſpoke, my voice began to fail, 

My colour ſunk, and turn'd like aſhes pale; 

I ſwoon'd, and down I fell. Thou flave, ariſe, 
Cry'd Reyalinda; now thy love I prize. 

I only try'd thy heart; and fince I find 

Tis ſoft and tender, know that mine is kind 
Swear but to keep the oath you lately took, 

And I'll not be ſo cruel as I look. 

Her eyes then languiſh'd and her face grew red, 
And ſqueezing fait my hand, ſhe laughing ſaid, 

I know a way thy paſſion to appeaſe, 

And ſoon will ſet thy ſimple heart at eaſe. 

But e'er ſhe brought me to her promis'd bed, 

The rapture wak'd me, and the viſion fled, 


Exp of the FIST PaxT, 


0 0202020200000 0202020030070: 


THE 


11 Toy 0 © By Tom © 


OF 


L O V E. 


By CHARLES HOPRIVNVS. 


PART II. 


E woods, and wilds, ſerene and bleſt retreats, 
At once the lovers, and the muſes ſeats ; 

To you I fly, to you, ye ſacred groves, 

To tell my wond'rous tale of wor'rous loves, 

Thee, Delia, thee ſhall ev'ry ſhepherd fing, 

With thy dear name the neighb'ring woods ſhall ring, 

No name but thine ſhall on their banks be found, 

With none but thine ſhall echoing hills reſound. 

My verſe, thy matchleſs beauties ſhall proclaim, 

*Till thine out-rivals >achariſ/a's fame. 

My verſe ſhall make thee live, while woods ſhall grow, 

While ſtars ſhall ſhine, and while the ſeas ſhall flow; 

While there remains alive a tender maid, 

Or am'rous youth, or love-fick ſwain to read, 

Others may artfully the paſſions move, 

Tn me alone 'tis natural to love: 

While the world ſees me write in ſuch a ſtrain, 

As ſhews, I only feel, what others feign. 

Thou darling of my youth, my life's delight, 

By day my viſion, and my dreams by night; 
. Thou, 
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5 Thou who alone doſt all my thoughts infuſe, 
And art at once, my miſtreſs and my muſe: 
Inſpir'd from thee, flows every ſacred line, 
Thine 1s the poetry, the poet thine. 
Thy ſervice ſhall my only buſineſs be, 
And all my life employ'd in pleaſing thee. 
| Crown'd with my ſongs of thee, each day (hall move, 
And ev'ry liſt'ning ſun hear nought but love. 
With flowing numbers, ev'ry page ſhall roll, 
Where, as you read my verſe, receive my foul, 
Should ſenſe, and wit, and art, refuſe to join, 
In all T write, and fail my great deſign: 
Yet with ſuch paſſion ſhall my lines be crown'd, 
And ſo much ſoftneſs in my poem found, 
Such moving tenderneſs; the world ſhall ſee, 
Love could have been deſcrib'd by none but me. 
Let Dryden from his-works, with juftice, claim 5 
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Immortal praiſe; I from my ſacred flame 


Draw all my glory, challenge all my fame. 


ts, 


Believe me, Delia, lovers have their wars, 
And Cupid has his camp, as well as Mars, 
That age which ſuits a ſoldier beſt, will prove 
ing, The fitteſt for the ſharp fatigues of love. 
. None but young men the toils of war can bear, 
"Hy None but young men can ſerve and pleaſe the fair, 
5 Youth, with the foe maintains the vig'rous fight, 
hs Youth, gives the longing maid the full delight, 
row, On either hand, like hardſhip it ſuſtains, 
1ow; Great are the ſoldier's, great the lover's pains, 
Th' event of war no gen'ral can foreknow, 
And that alas ! of love 1s doubtful too. 
In various fields, wherever chance ſhall fall, 
The ſoldier muſt reſolve to bear it all, 
n, With the like conſtancy muſt lover's wait, 
Enduring bad, and hoping better fate. 
Thro' doubts, and fears, deſires and wiſhes toſt, 
Undaunted, they mutt ſtrain to reach the cott. 
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All will a while look hideous to their eye, 
The threatening ſtorm till thick'ning in the ſky, 
No ſight of land, no friendly harbour nigh. 
Yet thro' all this, the vent'rous lover ſteers, 
To reap the golden crop that beauty bears. 
So the bold mariners the ſeas explore, 
Tho'winds blow hard, and waves like thunder roar, 
Rather than live in poverty on ſhore. 
Embolden'd thus, let ev'ry youth ſet ſail, 

And truſt to fortune for a proſp'rous gale : 

Let them launch boldly from the lazy ſhore, 
Nor fear a ſtorm that will at laſt blow o'er. 

Set all the reins to all their paſſions free, 

Give wings to their deſires; and love like me. 


Happy that youth, who then his ſtars incline 
His ſoul to love, can make a choice like mine. 


ADMIRATION. 


Thee; Delia, all that ſee thee muſt admire, 
And mankind in its own deſpite deſire. 
As a blind man, reſtor'd to ſudden fight, 
Starts in amaze at the firſt flaſh of light ; 
So was I ſtruck, ſuch ſudden wonder knew, 
When my eyes dazzl'd with the fight of you. 
I ſaw whatever could inflame defire, 
Parch up the veins, and ſet the blood on fire. 
From ev'ry charm the painted light ning came, 
And faſt, as they diſpers'd, I caught the flame. 


0 


Like ſtars your glittering eyes were ſeen to ſhine, 


And roll with motions that were all divine. 
Where majeſty, and ſoftneſs, mingled meet, 
And ſhew the ſoul, at once, ſublime and ſweet. 
I gaz'd, and as I gaz'd, from every view 

New wouders I deſcry'd, new paſſions drew. 
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Nor were the charms leſs pow'rful of your tongue, 
0 My raviſh'd ſoul on ev'ry accent hung, 


Thoſe lips unopen'd, cannot fail to move, 
But filently are eloquent in love ; 


0 KEach limb, each feature, has peculiar charms, 
Each of itſelf might fingly win a ſoul, 
And never need th' aſſiſtance of the whole. 
On thas one part a poet's praiſe might dwell, 
Did not this other part deſerve as well. 
Beauty 1s ſurely near ally'd to wit, 
Of which none can the juſt deſcription hit 


Glow'd when you ſpoke, and melted when you ſung. 


That face and neck, thoſe ſhoulders, hands, andarms, 


By their own ſelves they can be ſhewn the beſt, 


And only are in being ſeen, expreſt. 
. Beauty's true charms no poem can preſent, 
Which but imperfectly are done in paint. 
That too comes ſhort of life, and only takes 
Faint images of thoſe * nature makes. 
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Leander accu/lomed nightly to ſwim over the Helleſpont 


to vifit Hero (prie/leſs of Venus's temple) being at | 


la hindered by ſtorms from his wonted courſe, ſen; 
ber the following epi/ile. 


=, AD this; yet be- not troubled when you read,” 


Your lover comes not, in his letter's ſtead, 

On you all health, all happineſs attend, 

Which I would much, much rather bring than ſend, 
But now theſe envious ſtorms obſtruct my way, 
And only this bold bark durſt put to ſea. 

J too had come, had not my parents' ſpies 

Stood by to watch me with ſuſpicious eyes. 
How many tedious days and nights are paſt, 
Since I was ſuffer'd to behold you laſt ? 

Ye ſpiteful gods and goddeſſes, who Keep 

Your watry courts within the ſpacious deep, 
Why at this time, are all the winds broke forth? 
Why ſwell the ſeas beneath the furious north 
?Tis ſummer now, when all ſhould be ſerene ; 
The ſkies unclouded, undifturb'd the main; 
Winter is yet unwilling to appear, 

But you invert the ſeaſons of the year. 

Yet let me once attain the wiſh'd for beach, 
Out of the now malicious Neptune's reach : 

Then blow, ye winds; ye troubled billows roar; 
Roll on you angry waves, and laſh the ſhore. 
Ruffle the ſeas, drive the tempeſtuous air; 

Be one continu'd ſtorm, and keep me there. 
Ah ! Hero, when to you my courſe 1s bent, 

1 ſeem to ſlide along a ſmooth deſcent. 

But in returning thence, I clamber up, 

And ſcale, methinks, ſome lofty mountain's top. 
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Why, when our ſouls by mutual love are join'd, 
Why are we ſunder'd by the ſea and wind? 
Either make my Abydos your retreat, 
Or let your Se//os be my much lov'd ſeat, 
This. plague of abſence I can bear no more, 
Come what can come, I'll ſhortly venture o'er, 
Not all the rage of ſeas; nor force of ſtorms, 
Nothing but death ſhall Keep me from thy arms ; 
Fet may that death at laſt ſo friendly prove, 
To float me to-the coaſt of her I love, 
Let not the thought occaſion any fear; 
Doubt not, I will be ſoon and ſafely there: 
But 'till that time, let this employ your hours, 
And ſhew you, that 1 can be none but yours. 

Mean-while the veſſel from the land withdrew, 
When heav'n took pity on a love ſo true; 
The winds to blow, the waves to toſs forbore, 
In leaps the raviſh'd youth, and ventures o'er c 
With a ſmooth paſſage to the farther ſhore. * 
Now to the port the proſp'rous lover drives, 
And ſafely after all his toils arrives. 
Diſſolv'd in bliſs, he lies the live-long night, 
Melts, languiſhes, and dies in vaſt delight; 
But that delight my muſe forebears to ſing, 
She knows the weakneſs of her infant wing, 
As when the painter ſtrove to draw the chief 
Of all the Grecian, in his height of grief; 
In ev'ry limb the well-ſhap'd piece excell'd, . 
But coming to the face, his pencil fail'd. 
There modeſtly he ſtaid, and held, for fear 
He ſhould not reach the woe he fancy'd there; 
But round the mournful head a veil he threw, 
That men might gueſs at what he could not ſhew; - 
So when our pleaſure riſes to excels, 
No tongue can tell it, and no pen expreſs, 
Love will not have his myſteries reveal'd, 
And beauty keeps the joys it gives conceal'd, 
And 'till theſe joys my Helia lets me know, 
To me they {hall continue ever ſo. 

B 3 Ah! 
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Ah! Delia, would indulgent love decree, 
Thy faithful ſlave that heav'n of bliſs with thee; 


What then ſhould be my verſe? What darling flights 


Should my muſe take? reach what celeſtial heights? 
Now in deſpair, with drooping notes ſhe ſings, 
No dawn of hope to raiſe her on her wings. 

In the warm ſpring the warbling birds rejoice, 
And in the ſmiling ſun-ſhine tune their voice. 


Baſk'd in the beams, they ſtrain their tender throats, 


W here chearful light infpires the charming notes, 
Such, and ſo charming ſhould my numbers be, 
If you, my only light, ſhould ſmile on me. 
Your influence would infpire as moving airs. 
And make my fong as ſoft and ſweet as theirs. 
Would you but once auſpiciouſly incline 

To raiſe his fame, who anly writes for thine ; 
I'd fing ſuch notes, as none but you can teach, 
And none but one who loves like me can reach. 
Secure of you, what raptures could I boaſt ? 
How wretched ſhall I be when you are loſt ; 
Ah! think what pangs deſpairing lovers prove, 
And what a bleſs'd eſtate were mutual love. 
How might my ſoul be with your favour rais'd ? 
And how in pleaſing you, myſelf be pleas'd ? 
With what delight, what tranſport could I burn 
Did but my flames receive the leaſt return. 
How would one tender look, one pitying ſmile, 
Or one kind word from you, reward my toil ? 
It muſt, and wou'd your tend'reſt pity move, 
Were you but once convinc'd how well I love. 
But ev'ry pow'r that reigns and rules on high, 
By love, the mighty'ſt pow'r of all the ſky; 

By your dear ſelf, the laſt great oath, I ſwear, 
That neither life, nor ſoul are half ſo dear. 
What need I theſe ſuperfluous vows repeat? 
Already ſigh d ſo often at your feet. 

You know my paſſion is ſincere and true, 


I love you to exceſs ; you know I do, 
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No tongue, no pen, can what I feel expreſs, 
Ev'n poetry itſelf muſt make it leſs. 
You haunt me ſtill, where-ever I remove 
There's no retreat ſecure from fate or love. 
My ſoul from yours, no diſtance can divide, 
No rocks, no caves, can from your preſence hide;. 
By day, your lovely form fills all my fight, 
Nor do I loſe you, when J loſe the light, 5 
You are the charming phantom of the night. 
Still your dear image dances in my view, 
And all my reſtleſs thoughts run ill on you. 
You only are the ſleeping poet's dream, 
And when awake, you only are his theme. 
Were I, by ſome yet harder fortune, hurl'd, 
To the remoteſt part of all the world; 
The coldeſt northern clime, the torrid zone, 
Should hear me fing of you, and. you alone, 
That pleaſing talk ſhould all my hours employ, 
Spent in « charming melancholy joy. 
The chorus of the birds, the whiſp'ring boughs, 
And murm'ring ſtream, ſhould join to ſooth my woes: 
My thoughts of you ſhould yield a fad delight, 
While joy and grief contend like day and night. 
With ſmiles, and tears, reſembling ſun and rain, 
To keep the pleaſure, I'd endure the pain. 
If ſuch content my troubled ſoul could know, 
Such ſatisfaction mixt with ſo much woe; 
If but my thoughts could Keep my wiſhes warm,. 
Ah! how would your tranſporting preſence charm 
How pleaſant would thoſe pathlets wilds appear, 
Were you alone my kind companion here? 
What ſhould I then have left me to deplore ? 
Oh! what ſociety to with for more? 
No country thou art in can deſart be, 
And towns are deſolate depriv'd of thee. 
Baniſh'd with thee, I could an exile bear ; 
Baniſh'd from thee, the baniſhment lies there, 


I I to ſome lonely iſle with thee could fly, 


Where not a creature dwells but thou and I; 
Where 
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Where a wide ſpreading main around us roars, 
Beſprinkling, with its foam, our deſart ſhores; 


Where winds and waves in endleſs wars engage, 
And high-wrought tides roll with eternal rage; 


Where ſhips far off their fearful courſes ſteer, 
And no bold veſſel ever ventures near. 
Should riſing ſeas ſwell over ev'ry coaſt, 
Were mankind in a ſecond deluge loſt, 

Did only two of all the world ſurvive, 

Only one man, one woman left alive; 

And ſhould the gods that lot to us allow, 
Were I Daucalion, and my Pyrrha, thou; 
Contentedly I ſhould my fate embrace; 

And would not beg them to renew our race ; 
And my moſt ardent wiſhes ſhould implore, 
All I ſhould aſk from each indulgent pow'r, 
Would be to keep thee ſafe, and have no more. 
Your cruelty occaſions all my ſmart, 

Your kindneſs could reſtore my bleeding heart. 
You work me to a ſtorm, you make me calm; 
You give the wound, and can infuſe the balm, 
Of you I boaſt, of you alone complain, 

My greateſt pleaſure and my greateſt pain. 
Whene'er you grieve I can no comfort know, 
And when you firſt are pleas'd, I muſt be ſo. 
While you are well, there's no diſeaſe I feel, 
And I enjoy no health, when you are ill. 
Whate'er you do, my actions to direct, 


Your ſmile can raiſe me, and your frown deject. 


Whome'er you love, I, by the ſelf ſame fate, 
Love too; and hate whatever wretch you hate. 
With yours, my wiſhes and my paſſions join, 
Your humour, and your int'reſt, all is mine. 

I ſhare in all; nor can my fortune be 

* Unhappy, let but fortune ſmile on thee. . 

You can preſerve, you only can deſtroy, 
Increaſe my ſorrow, or create my joy. 

From you, and you alone my doom I Wait, 
You are the ſtar, whoſe influence rules my fate. 


Excu 
Your 
With 
The 
The h 
Wit 

Whil: 
You | 


he His roRT of Love, 21 


On yours my being, and my life depend, 

And mine ſhall laſt no more, when yours muſt eng. 
No toil would be too great, no tafk too hard, 
Were you at laſt to be my rich reward, 

In ſerving you I'd ſpend my lateſt breath, 

Brave any danger, run on any death. 

] live but for your ſake, and when I die, 

All I ſhall pray for, 1s, may you be by. 

No life, like living with thee, can delight; 

No death can pleaſe, like dying in thy fight. 

Oh! when I muſt, by heav*n's ſevere decree, 

Be ſnatch'd from all that's dear, beſnatch'd from thee, 
May'ſt thou be preſent, to diſpel my fear, 
And ſoften with thy charms the pangs I bear. 
While on thy lips | pour my parting breath, 

Look thee all o'er and claſp thee cloſe in death ; 
Sigh out my ſoul upon thy panting breaſt, - 
And with a paſſion not to be expreſs'd £ 
Sink at thy feet into eternal reſt, 
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WW ITH ſuch delight I read your letter o'er, 
Your preſence only could have giv'n me more. 
Excuſe my paſſion, if it ſoar above 

Your thought ; no man can judge of woman's love, 
With bus'neſs you, or pleaſures may ſuſtain 

The pangs of abſence, and divert the pain, 

The hills, the vales, the woods, and ſtreams are ſtor'd 
With game, and profit with delight afford. 

Whilſt gins for beaſts, and ſnares for fowls you ſet, 
You ſmile, and your own am'rous chains __ 
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Ten thouſand helps beſides affect your cure, 
Whilſt woman's ſole relief is to endure. 

Or, with one confident | held diſcourſe, 
Debating what ſhould interrupt your courſe 
Or viewing from aloft the troubled * 
Mix in the fray, and with the tempeſt chide. 
Or in the ſtorms, leaſt interval ſuſpect, 

Your ſtay, and almoſt charge you with neglect. 
I ſeek your footſteps on the ſands in vain, 

The ſands no more confeſs thee than the main, 
I watch the arriving barks, and never fail, 

T” enquire of you, and write by ev'ry ſail, 


Still as the ſetting ſun reſtores the night, 
(The night to me more welcome than the light,) 
I fix my flaming torch to guide my love, 
Nor ſhines there any friendlier ſtar above. 
Then with my work or book the time | cheat, 
And 'midſt the taſk Leander's name repeat. 
My wedded thoughts no other theme purſue, 
I talk a hundred things but all of you. 
What think'ſt thou, nurſe, does my Learner come? 
Or waits he till his parents fleep at home ? 
For he is forc'd to ſteal his paſſage there, 
As nightly we by ftealth admit him here. 
Think'ſt thou that now he ſtrips him in the bay, 
Or is already plung'd, and on his way? 
Whilſt ſhe, poor ſoul, with tedious watchings ſpent, 
Makes half replies, and nodding, gives aſſent. 
Yet cannot 1 the ſmalleſt pauſe allow, 
But cry, he is launch'd forth for certain now. 
Then ev'ry moment thro? the window peep ; 
With greedy eyes examine all the deep ; 
And whiſper to the floods a tender prayer 
In your behalf, as if | ſpy'd you there. 
Or to beguile my griefs my ear incline, 


Aud take each gentle breeze's voice for thine ; 
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At laſt ſurpriz'd with ſleep, in dreams I gain 

That bliſs, for which | wak'd ſo long in vain. 

To ſhroud you then my ſhoulders | diveſt, 

And claſp you ſhivering to my warmer breaſt, 

A lover need not be inform'd the reſt, 

Theſe pleaſures oft my ſlumb'ring thoughts employ, 
But ſtill they're dreams, and yield no ſolid joy. 
Tho? ne'er ſo lively the fruition be, 

To fill my bliſs, | muſt have very thee. 

At preſent, | confeſs the ſeas are rough, 

But were laſt night compos'd and calm enough; 
Why did you then my longing hopes delay? 

Why diſappoint me with a total ſtay ? 

Is it your fear that makes my wiſhes vain? 5 
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When rougher, you have oft engag'd the main; 
If it be fear, that friendly fear retain. 

Nor viſit me till you ſecurely may; 

Your danger would afflict me more than ſtay. 
Dread ev'ry guſt that blows, but oh! my mind 
Miſgives, leſt you prove various as that wind, 

If e'er you change, your error ſecret keep, 

And in bleſt ignorance, oh ! let me ſleep, 

Not that I am inform'd you're chang'd at all, 
But abſent lovers fear whate'er may fall, 
Detain'd by floods, your ſtay i will not blame; 
But leſs I dread the floods than ſome new flame. 
Be huſht ye winds, ye raging billows ſleep, 

And yield my love ſafe paſſage thro? the deep. 
Bleſt ſign, the taper ſparkles while I pray, 

I gueſs i' th' flame! Learder's on his way! 

Our houſhold altar yields propitious ſigns, 

From which my nurſe your ſwift approach divines. 
The crickets too of your arrival warn, 

And ſay our number ſhall increaſe e'er morn, 
Come, gentle youth, and with thy preſence make 
The glad conjecture true; the day will break, 
And mar our bliſs, prevent the haſt'ning morn; 
To me and loves forſaken joys return. 

y 
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My bed without thee will afford no reft, 

There is no pillow like Leander's breaſt, 

Doſt thou ſuſpe& the time will be too ſhort ? 

Or want'ſt thou ſtrength th' adventure to ſupport? 
If this detain thee, oh! no longer ſtay, 

I'll plunge and meet thee in the flood half-way. 
Thus in the verdant waves our flames ſhall meet, 
And danger make the ſoft embrace more ſweet. 
Our love's our own, which yet we take by ſtealth 
Like midnight miſers from their hidden wealth. 
Twixt decency and love unhappy made, 

Whilſt fame forbids what our defires perſuade, 
How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from me away ? 
To dare the floods when ſailors keep the bay. 
Yet be advis'd thou conqueror of the tide, 

Nor in thy youthful ſtrength ſo much confide, 
Think not thine arms can more than oars prevail? 
Nor dare to ſwim, where pilots fear to ſail. 

With much regret I cautiouſly perſuade, 

And almoſt wiſh'd my counſel diſobey'd. 

Yet when to the rough main my eyes | turnz 
Methinks 1 never can enough forewarn : 

Nor does my laſt night's viſions leſs affright, 
(Tho? expiated with many a ſacred rite, ) 

A ſporting Delphin, whilſt the flood retir'd, 

Lay hid i' th' Oæze, and on the Beach expir d. 

N E er the dream portend, as yet reſide 

In the ſafe port, nor truſt th' inconſtant tide. 

The ſtorm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoon decay, 

Then with redoubled ſpeed redeem your ſtay, 

Till chen theſe ſheets ſome pleaſure may impart, 
They bring what moſt you prize, your Here's heart. 
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Achilles and Deidamia. 


Achilles had a long time lain diſguiſed like a woman, in 
the court of Necomedes, king of Bithynia, making 
uſe of that habit, the better to carry on his amours 
with Deidamia, Necomedes's daughter, but he was 
at laſt diſcovered by the ſubtilty of Ulyſſes; who put- 
ing a ſword into his hands, which he wielded too dex- 
terouſly for a woman, ſo betrayed, and warned him ts 
the Trojan war, the Greeks having been warned by 
the Oracle, that Troy ſhould never be taken, unleſs 
Achilles % %%ed at the fiege. 


12 young Achilles, in Bithynia's court, 
Had made a private, and a long reſort : 
Dreſs'd like a maid, the better to improve, 
With his fair princeſs, undiſcover'd love. 
Where hours and days, he might ſecure receive 
The mighty bliſs that mutual love could give. 
Where 1n full joys the youthful pair remain'd, 
And nought a while but laughing pleaſures reign'd: 
7 Till at the laſt, the gods were envious grown, 

To ſee the bliſs of man ſurpaſs their own, 
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All Greece was now with Helen's rape alarm'd, 
And all its princes to revenge her arm'd. 

When ſpiteful pow'rs foretold them their deſcent 
Would be in vain, unleſs Achilles went. 

In vain they might the Phrygian coaſt invade, 
Scale Trey in vain, no onſet could be made, 

That ſhould ſucceed without that hero's aid. 
And now U by a crafty fhght, 

Had found him out in his diſguiſe's ſpight. 

Who, tho? betray'd by his unhappy fate, 

Had too much ſenſe of honour to retreat, 

Which when his charming Deidamia knew, 

She to her late diſcover'd lover flew, 

On his dear neck her ſnowy arms ſhe hung, 

And ſtreaming tears awhile reſtrain'd her tongue. 
But ſhe at laſt, her diſmal filence broke, 

Theſe mournful words the weeping princeſs ſpoke, 


Whither, ah! whither would Achilles flee? 

'From all he's deareſt to, from love and me ? 

Are not my charms the ſame? the ſame that pow':” 
Have I loſt mine? or has Bellona more? 

Oh! let me not ſo poorly be ſorſook, 

But view me, view me, with your uſual look. 
Would you unkind from theſe embraces break : 
Is glory grown fo ſtrong? or I fo weak? 

Glory 13 not your only call, I fear, 

You go to meet ſome other miſtreſs there. 

Go then, ungrateful, tho' from me you fly, 
You'll never meet with one ſo fond as J. 

But ſome camp miſtreſs, lavith of her charms, 
Devoted to a thouſand rival arms. 

Then will you think, when ſhe is common grow! 
On :idamin, who was all your own, 

Then will I claſp thee to my panting breaſt, 


And thus detain thee to my boſom preſs'd. . 
And 
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And while I fold thee thus, and thus diſpenſe 
Thefe kiſſes to reſtore my wand'ring ſenſe, 


What diſmal ſound of war ſhall ſnatch thec hence? 9 


What tho' the gods have order'd you ſhould go 
Or Greece return'd inglorious from her ſoe ? 
Have not the ſelf ſame cruel gods decreed, 

That if you went, you ſhould as ſurely bleed? 
Then fince your fate is deſtin'd to be ſuch, 

Ah! think, can any Try be worth ſo much? 

Let Greece, whate'er ſhe pleaſe, for vengeance give, 
Secure at home ſhall my Achilles live. 

Troy, built by heav'nly hands, may ſtand, or fall: 
You never ſhall obey the fatal call. * 

Your Deidamia ſwears you ſhall not go, 

Life would be dear to you, if the were ſo. 

If not your own, at leaſt my ſafety prize, 

For with Achilles, Deidamia dies, 


All this, and more, the lovely mournful maid, ' 
Told the fad youth, who figh'd at all ſhe ſaid, 
Yet would he not this reſolution breals, 

Where all his fame and honour lay at ſtake. 

Now would he think on arms ; but when he gave 
A fide-long glance on her he was to leave, 

Then his tumultuous thoughts began to jar, 

And love and glory held a doubtful war. 

Till with a deep-drawn figh, and mighty courſe 
Of tears, which nothing elſe but love could force, 
To the dear maid he turns his wat'ry eyes, 

And to her ſad diſcourſe, as fad replies, 


Thou late great bleſſing of my joyful heart, 
Now grown my grief, ſince J mutt now depart, 
Behold the pangs I bear ; look up and ſee 
How much I grieve to go; and comfort me, 
Curſe on that cunning traitor's ſinooth deceit, 


Whoſe craft has made me, to my ruin, great, 
C 2 


Curſe: 
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Curſe on that artifice by which I fell, 


Curſe on thoſe hands for wielding ſwords ſo well, 


Tho? I ſhould ne'er ſo fit for battle prove, 
All my ambition's to be fit fer love. 

In his ſoft wars I would my life beguile, 
With thee contend. in the tranſporting toil, 
Raviſh'd to read my triumph in thy ſmile. 


Boldly Ill ſtrive, yet ev'n when conqu'ring yield 


To thee the glory of the bloodleſs field. 


With liquid fires, melt the rich beauties down: 


Rifle thy wealth, yet give thee all my own. 
So ſhould our wars be rapture and delight; 
But now I'm ſummon'd to another fight. 
Tis not my fault, that I am forc'd away; 
But when my honour calls, I muſt obey. 
Durſt I not death and ev'ry danger brave, 

I were not worthy of the bliſs I have. 

More hazards than another would I meet, 
Only to lay more laurels at your feet. 

Oh ! do not fear that I ſhould faithleſs prove, 
For you, my only life, have all my love. 
The thought of you ſhall help me to ſubdue, 
I'll conquer faſter to return to you. | 
But if my honours ſhould be laid in duſt, 
And I muſt fall, as heav'n has ſaid I muſt ; 
Ev'n in my death, my only hopes will be, 
That I for ever ſhall be ſnatch'd from thee. 
That, that alone occaſions all my fears, 
Shakes my reſolves, and melts me into tears, 
My beating heart pants to thee, as I ſpeak, 
And wiſhes rather than depart, to break. 
Feel how it trembles with a panic fright : 
Sure it will never fail me thus in fight. 

J cannot longer hold this fond diſcourſe, 

For now the trumpet ſounds the ſad divorce. 
Sound ev'ry trumpet there, beat ev'ry drum; 
Uſe all your charms te make Achilles come. 
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Farewol. Alas! I have not time to tell 
How wond'rous loath I part, - once more farewel. 
Remember me, as I remembet you, 

Like me be conſtant, and like me be true: 


Gods, I ſhall ne'er be gone; adieu, adieu, adieu. 5 


ee. 


Happy that am'rous youth, whoſe miſtreſs hears 
His ſwelling fighs, and ſees his falling tears. 
What ſavage maid her pity can deny 
A Vreaking heart and a {till ſtreaming eye ? 
Abſent, alas! he ſpends them all in vain, 
While the dear cauſe is ign'rant of his pain. 
Yet wretched as he 1s, he might be bleſt, 
Would he himſelf contribute to his reſt : 
Would he reſolve to itruggle thro? the net, 
And, but a while, endeavour to forget, 

But his mad thoughts run ev'ry paſlage o'er, 
And anxious mem'ry, makes his paſſion more, 
Perplexing mem'ry, that renews the ſcene 
Of all paſt cares, and Keeps him ſtill in pain. 
Keeps a poor wretch perpetually oppreſs'd, 
And never lets unhappy lovers reſt. 
Lets them no pangs, no cruel fuff' rings loſe, 
But heaps their paſt upon their preſent woes. 
Such was Leander's mem'ry when remov'd, 
And ſunder'd by the ſeas, from all he lov'd, 
The gather'd winds had wrought the tempeſt high, 
Toſs'd up the ocean, and obſcur'd the ſky ; 
And at this time, with an impetuous ſway. 
Pour'd forth his forces and poſleſs'd the ſea, 
When the bold youth ſtood raging on the beach, 
To view the much-lov'd coaſt he could not reach, 
His reſtleſs eyes ran all the diſtance o'er, 
And from afar diſcera'd his Here's tow'r. 
3 Thrice: 
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Thrice naked, in the waves his {kill he try'd, 
And ſtrove, as he was us'd, to ſtem the tide. 
But tumbling billows, threaten'd preſent wreck, 
And riſing up againſt him daſh'd him back, 
Then, like a gallant ſoldier, forc'd to go, 

Full of brave wrath, from a prevailing foe ; 
Again, to town he makes his ſad reſort, 

To ſee what ſhips would looſen from the port. 
Finding but one durſt launch into the ſeas, 

He writes a letter, filld with words like theſe *, 


(* See page 15.) 
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PP FC MAL£{0N: 


Imitated from the T'enth Book of 


OVIDs METAMORPHOSES. 


OW art thou envy'd? let Pygmalion prove; 
Who by a miracle obtain'd his love: 
Who living in an age, when women led 
The lewdelt lives, all ſhame and honour fled : c 
For a long time declin'd the nuptial bed. 
He ſaw them all debauch'd with monſtrous crimes, . 
No virtuous maid, no Veiia bleſs'd the times. 
Had he liv'd then, his {kill had ne'er been ſhewn, 
Nor the ſtrange miracle that crown'd it known. 
There had he fix'd, nor form'd his fancy'd maid ; 
Nor fondly been by his own art betray'd. 
The nymph in poliſh'd iv'ry glitter'd bright, 
So ſmooth, ſhe ſeem'd too ſlipp'ry for his fight. 
So curious was her ſhape, ſo juſt her frame, 
So quick her eyes appear'd ſo full of flame, 5 
They would have roll'd, if not reſtrain'd by ſhame, 
From his ſtrong art, the ſtatue had receiv'd 
Such lively ſtrokes, one would have thought it Iiv'd, 
Ev'n he himſelf could hardly, hardly know, 
But doubting long, whether it liv'd, or no. 
Yet from her, as the was, he gather'd fires; 
And fierce, and boundleſs were his mad ws. 
Ee 
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He felt her fleſh, (his fancy thought it ſuch,) 

And fear'd.to hurt her with too rude a touch, 

He kiſs'd her, with belief ſo ſtrong and vain, 

That he imagin'd how ſhe kiſs'd again. 

Now makes his court, his mad addreſſes moves, 

And tells a long fond tale, how well he loves. 

Preſents her now, with all he thought might pleaſe, 

With precious gums diſtill'd from weeping trees. 

Small finging birds, who ſtrain their tuneful throats, 

And hov'ring round, repeat their pretty notes. 

With ſweeteſt flow'rs he crowns her lovely head, 

And lays her on the ſofteſt downy bed. 

In richeſt robes his charming idol dreſt, 

Bright ſparkling gems adorn her neck and breaſt, 

And ſhe—look'd well in all, but look'd when naked 
beſt. 

Now Venus kept her feaſt ; a goodly train 

Of love-fick youths frequent, and fill her fane. 

The ſnow-white heifers fall by ſacred ſtrokes, 

While with rich gums the loaded altar ſmokes, 

Among the reſt, the hopeleſs lover ſtands, 

Tears in his eyes, his off rings in- his hands; 

More furious than before he feels his fires, 

Ev'n his deſpair redoubles his deſires. 

A long, long time, his o11ſons deferr'd, 

He durſt not pray, leſt he ſhould not be heard. 

Till urg'd by love, his tim'rous filence broke, 

Thus (but ſtill tim'rouſſy) at laſt he ſpoke. 

If you, ye ſacred pow'rs that rule above, 

And you great goddeſs of propitious love; 

If all ye want is plac'd within your pow'r, 

And you can give whatever we implore: 

Exert your god-head now, now lend your aid, 2 


Give me the wife I wiſh, one like, he ſaid, 

But durſt not ſay, give me my ivory maid. 
This finiſh'd ; thrice auſpicious flaſhes riſe, 
And wreaths of curling {ſmoke aſcended — 
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Half hoping now, and yet ftill half afraid, 

With doubtful joy he ſeeks his ivory maid, 

Doats more than ever on her faucy'd charms, 

And cloſely claſps her in his longing arms. 

When all at once, with joy and wonder fill'd, 

He feels her ſtubborn ſides begin to yield. 

Soft was her boſom grown, her throbbing breaſt, 

Heav'd with her breath, ſwell'd gently to be preft, 

Surpriz'd, and glad, he feels her oft, and oft ; 

And more, and more, perceives her warm and foft. 

Warm were her lips, and ev'ry pointed kiſs 
With melted touches, met and moiſten'd his. 

Her blood now circled and her pulſes beat, 

And life at laſt enjoy'd a ſettled ſeat. 

Slowly the lifts her new and fearful fight, 

And ſees at once, her lover and the light. 

An unborn maid, both life and lover found; 

And he too, had his deſp'rate wiſhes crown'd. 

Deſp'rate indeed; what proſpect could he ſee, 

Or how at firſt, hope any more than me? 


HOPE, 


SE 4 a0 To f H4&40N; 


BY THE HCNOURABLE 


SIR CARR. SCROPE, Baur, 


7e Poeteſs Sapho. forſaken by her Lover Phaon (who 
was gone from Leſbos to Sicily) in Deſpair, writes 
this Letter to him. 


W HILE Phan to the flaming Ana lies, 
Conſum'd, with no leſs fires, poor Saphs dies, 
I burn, I burn, like kindled fields of corn, 
When by the driving winds the flames are borne, 
My muſe and lute can now no longer pleaſe, 
They are th* employments of a mind at eaſe. 
Wand'ring from thought to thought 1 ſit alone 
All day, and my once dear companions ſhun. 
In vain the Leſbian maids claim each a part, 
Where thou alone has ta'en up all the heart, 
Ah lovely youth! how canſt thou cruel prove, 
With blooming years and beauty bid thee love? 
If none but equal charms thy heart can bind, 
Then to thyſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 
Yet worthleſs as J am, there was a time 
When Pha thought me worthy his eſteem. 
A thouſand tender things to mind I call, 
For they who truly love, remember all. 
Delighted with the muſic of my tongue, | 
Upon my words with filent joy he hung, | 
And ſnatching kiſſes, ſtop'd me as ] ſung 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his ſoul did move, 
The earneſt and the coming joys of love. 
Then tender words, ſhort ſighs, and thouſand charms 
Of wanton arts endear'd me to his arms; 
Till both expiring with tumultuous joys, 
A. gentle faintneſs did our limbs ſurpriſe, 
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Beware, Sicilian ladies! ah beware 
How you receive my faithleſs wanderer, 
You too will be abus'd, if you believe 
The flatt*ring words that he ſo well can give, 
Looſe to the winds I let my flowing hair, : 
No more with fragrant ſcents perfume the air, c 
But all my dreſs diſcovers wild deſpair. 
For whom, alas! ſhould now my art be ſhown ? 
The only man I car'd to pleaſe 1s gone. 

Oh let me once more ſee thoſe eyes of thine, 

Thy love I atk not, do but ſuffer 1..ine. 

Thou might'ſt at leaſt have ta'en thy laſt farewel, 
And feign'd a ſorrow which thou didſt not feel, 
No kind rememb'ring pledge was aſk'd by thee, 
And nothing left but injuries with me. 

Witneſs ye gods, with what a death-like cold 

My heart was ſeiz'd, when firſt thy flight was told. 
Speechleſs and ſtupid for a while I lay. 

And neither words nor tears could find their way. 
But when my ſwelling paſſion forc'd a vent, 

With hair diſhevell'd, cloaths in pieces rent; 

Like ſome ſad mother thro? the ſtreets 1 run, 
Who to his grave attends her only ſon. 

Expos'd to all the world myſelf 1 ſee, 

Forgetting virtue, fame, and all but thee; 5 
So ill, alas! do love and ſhame agree! 

Tis thou alone that art my conſtant care, 

In pleaſing dreams thou comfort'ſt my deſpair; 
And mak'ſt the night that does thy form convey, 
Welcome to me above the faireſt day. 

Then 'ſpight of abſence, I thy love enjoy; 

In cloſe embraces lock'd, methinks we lie. 

Thy tender words I hear, thy Kiſſes fecl, 

With all the joys that ſhame forbids to tell. 

But when + waking mils thee from my bed, 

And all my pleaſing images are fled ; 

The dear deluding viſion to retain, 

I lay me down, and try to ſleep again. 


Soon 
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Soon as I riſe, I haunt the caves and groves, 

1 conſcious ſcenes of our once happy loves) 
ere like ſome frantic Bacchanal I walk, 

And to myſelf with ſad diſtraQtion talk. 

Then big with grief I throw me on the ground, 

And view the melancholy grotto round ; 

Whoſe hanging rooſs of moſs and craggy ſtone 

Delights my eyes above the brighteſt throne. 

But when 1 ſpy the banks, whoſe graſſy bed 

Retains the print our weary bodies made ; 

On thy forſaken fide I lay me down, 

And with a ſhower of tears the place I drown. 

The trees are wither'd all ſince thou art gone, 

As if for thee they put their mourning on. 

No warbling Bird does now with muſic fill 

The woods, except the mournful Philomel. 

With hers my diſmal notes all night agree, 

Of Tereus ſhe complains, and I of thee. 

Ungentle youth ! didſt thou but ſee me mourn, 

Hard as thou art, thou would'ſt, thou would'ſt return. 

My conſtant falling tears the papers ſtain, 

And my weak hand can ſcarce direct my pen. 

Oh ! could thy eyes but reach my dreadful ſtate, 

As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden fate, 

Thou could'ſt not ſee this naked breaſt of mine, 

Daſh'd againſt rocks, rather than join'd to thine. 

Peace, Saph», peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs cries 

To one more hard than rocks, more deaf than ſeas. 

The flying winds bear thy complaints away, 

But none will ever back his ſails convey. 

No longer then thy hopeleſs love attend, 

But let thy life here with thy letter end. 
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The HISTORY of 


PERSEUS and ANDROMEDA: 
In Im'tation of Part of that in the 


Fourth Book of OF ID's Metamorpho/es, 


Ropitious chance led Per/eus once to view 
The faireſt piece that ever Nature drew ; 
Chain'd on a rocky ſhore the virgin ſtood, 
Naked, and whiter than the foaming flood ; 
Whom, as he cours'd the confines of the ſky, 
Amaz'd he ſaw, and kept his wond'ring eye 
So fix*d, he had almoſt forgot to fly. 
Had not the winds diſpers'd her flowing hair, 
And held it waving 1n the liquid air ? 
Or had not ſtreams of tears apace roll'd down 
Her lovely cheeks, he would have thought her tone, 
Streight he precipitates his haſty light, 
Impatient to attain a nearer fight, 
Now, all at once, he feels the raging fires, 
Secs all the maid, and all he ſees, admires. 
With awe and wonder, mixt with love and fear, 
He ſtands as motionleſs as ſhame made her. 
Urg'd on at laſt, but {till by {low degrees, 
' Loath to offend, he draws to what he ſees. 
Oh: why, he cries, moſt matchleſs fair one, why 
Are you thus us'd? Can you be doom'd to die? 
Have you done any guilt, that guiit Fete, 
How can ſuch beauty merit ſuch a fate? 
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I am thy champion, and eſpouſe thy cauſe ; 

In thy defence, the thund'rer's offspring draws, 

Say, if thou'rt reſcu'd by the ſon of Fove, 

Say, for thy life, wilt thou return thy love? 

The baſhful virgin no return affords, 

But ſends ten thouſand ſighs, inſtead of words: 

With grief, redoubled with her ſhame, ſhe mourns; 

She weeps, he joys, ſhe bluſhes, and he burns. 

In chains extended at her length ſhe lay, 

While he with tranſport took a full ſurvey. 

Fain would her hands her conſcious bluſhes hide, 

But that the ſetters, which they wore deny'd. 

What could ſhe do? all that ſhe could, he did: 

For drown'd in floods of tears, her eyes ſhe hid. 

Much urg'd to ſpeak, ſhe turn'd her baſhful look 

Far as ſhe could afide, and trembling ſpoke : 

My Mother, conſcious of her beauty, ſtrove 

(Alas! too conſcious) with the wife of eve: 

Who by a cruel and unjuſt decree, 

To puniſh her, takes her revenge on me. 

Here I am doom d a dreadful monſter's prey, 

Who now, now, now is iſſuing from the ſea. 

Haſte; generous youth, our common foe ſubdue ; 

And if you ſave my life, I live for you. 

Thus ſpoke the maid, half dying with her fears: 

When lo! the monſter from the ſea appears. 

The dauntleſs hero mounts his flying horſe, 

And o'er, the waves directs his airy courſe, 

Let him, alone, his victory purſue ; 

For dreadful war has nothing here to do. 

This ſhort account will love-ſick ſwains ſuffice ;} 

He. flew his foe, and ſtreight receiv'd his prize. 

Thrice happy youth, too fortunately bleſt; 

Who only came, and conquer'd, and poſſeſt. 

None of the pangs. of love your bliſs annoy'd ; 

But you beheld, admir d, and ſo enjoy'd. 2 
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The STORY of 


AIPPOMANES AND ATALANTA : 


In Imitation of Part of that in the 


Tenth Book of OVID's Metamorphe/es, 


Might well rejoice to find his wiſhes fir'd, 
Since well aſſur'd of all his wiſh deſir'd. 
His paſſion was all life, all ſoul, and flame, 
He dauntleſs to the fatal barriers came, . 
With joy his vanquiſh'd rivals he beheld, "IS + _ 
Aur £ win, . 6 all beſides had fail'd. * r 4 
He ſaw the lovely nymph out- fly the wind, 
And leave her breathleſs ſuitors far behind ; 
Saw Atalanta ſwift as ligtning paſs, 
Yet ſoft as Zephyrs, ſweep along the graſs. 
He knew the law, whoſe cruelty decreed, 
That ev'ry youth who loſt the race thould bleed. 
Yet if, like them, he could not run ſo faſt, 
He ſaw her worth the dying for, at laſt. 
Her ev'ry charm his praiſe and wonder mov'd, 
And ſtill the more he prais'd, the more he lov'd. 
Now had he view'd the lait unhappy ftrife, 
And ſeen the vanquiſh'd youth reſign his life; 
When with his love tranſported, from his place, 
Leſt any other firſt ſhould claim the race, 

Riſing 


IrPOMANES alone with hope inſpir'd, 5 
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Riſing he runs regardleſs of their fate, 
Aud preſſes where the panting virgin fate, 
With eyes all ſparkling with his hope aad love, 
And tuch a look as could not fail to move ; 
Fell me, he cries, why barb'rous beauty, why 
Are you pleas'd to fee theſe wretches die? 
Why have you with my feeble rivals ſtrove, 
Betray'd to death by their too daring love? 
With me a leſs unequal race begin, 
With me exert your utmolt ſpeed to wan ; 
By may defeat you may your conqueſts crown, 
And i in my fall eftablith our renown: 
Then undifturb'd you may Jour conqueſts boaſt, 
For none will dare to ſtrive when I have loſt. 
Thus while the prince his bold defiance ſpoke, 
She eyes him with a ſoft relenting look. 
Already does his diſtant fate deplore, 
Concern'd for him, tho” ne'er concern'd before. 
Doubtful the itands, 
And cannot with to win, nor yet to loſe. 
But murmurs to herſelf: Le pow'rs divine, 
How hard, alas! a deſtiny is mine? 
Why muſt 1 longer ſuch a law cbey, 
And daily throw o many lives aw ay! ? 
Why mult I by their deaths my nuptials Hun? 
Or elſe by marryiag be my{elf undone ? 
Why mult I ſtill my cruelty purſue ? 
Why mult a prince, ſo charming periſh too? 
Such is his youth, his beauty, valour lch, 
Ev'a to my ſelf I ſeem not worth ſo much. 
Fly, lovely ſtranger, ere 'tis yet too late, 
Fly ſrom thy too, ah ! too too certain fate. 
I would not fend thee hence, I would not give 
Such a command ; could thou but ſtay, and live. 
Thou with ſome fairer maid wilt happier be: 
The faireſt maid might be in love with thee. 
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Zo many ſuitors have already bled, 1 
Who raſhly ventur'd for my nuptial bed, 1 
I fear leſt thou ſhould'it run like them in vain, þ 
Should'it loſe like them, and ah! like them be lain, 
Yet why ſhould he alone my pity move? 

It is but pity ſure ; it is not love. 0 
I wiſh, bold youth, thou would'ſt the race decline, ij 
Or rather wich, thy ſpeed could equal mine. 
Would thou hadit never ſeen this fatal place, 

Nor I, alas! thy too, too charming face. 

Were I by rig'rous fate allow'd to wed, 

Thou ſhould'ſt alone enjoy, and bleſs my bed. 
Were it but left to my own partial choice, 

Of all mankind, thou ſhould'ſt obtain my voice. 
"Twas here ſhe paus'd, when urg'd with long delay, 
The trumpet ſounds to haſten them away. 

Streight at the ſummons 1s the race begun, 

And tide by fide, for ſome ſhort time they run, 
While the ſpectators from the barriers cry, 

Fly proſp'rous youth, with all thy vigour fly: 
Make haſte, make haſte, thy utmoſt ſpeed inforce, 
Love gives thee wings to win the noble courſe, 
See how unwillingly the virgin flies, 

Purſue, and fave thy life, and ſeize the prize. 

"Tis doubtful yet, whether the general voice 

Made the glad youth, or virgin moſt rejoice, 

Oft, in the ſwifteſt fury of the race 

The nymph would flacken her impetuous pace, 
And halt, and gaze, and almoſt faſten on his facg. 
Then fleet aw ay again as ſwift as wind, 

Not without ſighs to leave him ſo behind, 

By this, he ſaw his ſtrength would ne'er prevail, 
But {till he had a charm that could not fail, 

From his looſe robe a golden apple drawn, 

With force he hurl'd along the flow'ry lawn, 
Streight at the fight the virgin could not hold, " 
But ſtarts aſide to catch the rolling gold, % 
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He takes the wiſh'd occaſion, paſſes by, 

While all the field reſounding ſhouts of joy. 

This ſhe recovers with redoubled haſte, 

*Till he far off the ſecond apple caſt. 

Again the nymph diverts her near purſuit, 

And running back, ſecures the tempting fruit ; 
But her ſtrange ſpeed recovers her again, 

Again the foremoſt in the flow'ry plain. 

Now near the goal, he ſummons all his might, 
And prays to Venus to direct him right, 5 
With his laſt apple to retard her flight. 

Tho? ſure to loſe, if ſhe the race declin'd, 

For ſuch a bribe the vict'ry ſhe reſign'd. 

Pleas'd that ſhe loſt, to the glad victor's arms 

She gives the prize, & yields her dear-bought charms, 
He by reſiſtleſs gold the conqueſt gain'd, 

In vain he ran, till that the race obtain'd. 
Poſſeſs'd of that, he could not but ſubdue, 

For gold alas! would conquer Delia too. 

Yet oh! thou beſt belov'd, thou lovlieſt maid, 

Be not by too much avarice betray'd. 

Prize thyſelf high, no eaſy purchaſe prove, 

Nor let a fool with fortune buy thy love. 

Like Atalanta's conqueror let him be, 

Brave, gen'rous, young, from every failing free 
And to compleat him, let him love like me. 
What pains againſt thy wretched life I take? 
Ev'n I myſelf my jealouſies awake. | 

Such men there are, bleſt with ſuch gifts divine, 
Who if they knew thee, would be ſurely thine, 
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How wretched then, alas ! ſhould Daphnis grow? 
Gods! know the very thought diſtracts him now? 
Ev'n now perhaps ſome youth with happier charms, 


Lies folded in the faithleſs Delia's arms. E 
v'n 
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Ev'n now, the favours you deny'd me, ſeem 

To be too prodigally heap'd on him. 

Cloſe by your fide, all languiſhing he ſtands, 

And on your panting boſom warms his hands, 
Streight in your lap he lays his envy'd head, 
And makes the ſhrine of love his ſacred bed. 
Then glows his raviſh'd ſoul with pointed flames, 
And thoughts of heavenly joys fill all his dreams. 
Let not your paſſion be to me reveal'd, 

But if you love, keep him you love conceal d. 


——— RS — —— — — — — — 


RAR AR AI AR HR AIR MR HR NN NN 


The SLORY of 


CEPHALUS AND PROCRIS : 


Imitated from the Tenth Book of 
OVID. METAMORPHOSES., 


F Cephaluss tragic ftory, read 

What fatal miſchiefs jealouſy may breed, 
Hear that unhappy wretched huntſman tell, 
How by his hands his much-lov'd Procris fell, 
Hear him, lamenting his miſchance, complain 
In the ſoft Ovid's ſadly charming (train, 


Happy a whule, thrice happy was my life, 
Bleſt in a beautiful and virtuous wife. 
Love join'd us firſt, and love, made life ſo ſweet, 
We prais'd the gods, that twas our lot to meet. 
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Our breaſts glow'd gently with a mutual flame; 
The ſame were our deſires, our fears the ſame. 
V/hate'er one did, the other would approve, 

For one our liking was, as one our love. 

Then happy days were crown'd with happier nights, 
And ſome few months roll'd on in full delights, 
Joys crowded to appear, and pleaſures ran 

A while in circles, e'er our woes began. 

Till I one happy morn the chance purſud 

Of a wild boar, thro' an adjacent wood; 

Where, as I hunted eager on my prey, 

Aurra ſtop'd me in my haſty way. 

You may believe I do not dare to feign, 

(For mis ry never made a man ſo vain) 

She, tho” a goddeſs, ſtreight began to move 

A fruitleſs ſuit, and vainly talk'd of love. 

Tho? the look'd bright as when ſhe ſhines on high, 
In all the glories of a morning ſky ; 

Tho? earlier than the ſun's, her beams diſplay, 
And ſhew the firſt approaches of the day : 

J told her Hus all my foul poſſeſt, 

That the alone reign'd ſovereign of my breait, 5 
Which never would admit another gueſt, 

Enjoy thy Procris then, the goddeſs cry'd ? 
Whom thou ſhalt one day with thou'dſt ne'er enjoy'd, 
Stung with her words, with doubts & fears oppreſt, 
A ſudden jealouſy deſtroys my reſt, 5 
Mads all my brain, and poiſons all my breaſt. 

I thought the ſex all falſe, evn Precris too, 
Again I thought, ſhe could not but be true. 


Her youth and beauty kindled anxious cares, 


But her known chaſtity condemn'd my fears. 


But then my abſence does again revive, 
And keep the tort'ring fancy ſtill alive. 
I chought her faith too firmly fix'd to fall, 


Yet a true lover is afraid of all, 
I knew 
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T knew not what to think, but ſtreight I go, 
Reſolv'd to cure, or to compleat my woe. 
An habit different from my own I took, ö 
While with curſt aid Aurcra chang'd my look. f 
To Athens ftreight, unknown to all, I came, i 
Ev'n to myſelf I ſcarce could ſeem the ſame. 
Hardly I got admiſſion to my houſe, 

But far, far harder to my weeping ſpouſe. 

The houſe itſelf from ought of blame was free, 
And ev*ry place expreſt its grief for me. 

A diſmal filence reign'd thro' ev'ry room, 

To mourn my loſs, already ſafe at home. 

Eva that fad pomp of woe, ſome charms could boaft, 
But when my Prccrs came, the charm'd me moſt. 
Black were her robes, her folema pace was flow, 
Her dreſs was careleſs, yet becoming too. 

A virtuous grief dwelt deeply in her face, 

But matchleſs beauty gave that grief a grace. 
Whole thow'rs of tears her ſtreaming eyes let fall, 
Yet ſomething wond'rous lovely ſhone thro? all. 
Scarce could | at the charming fight forbear It 


From running to embrace my mournful fair, 

Scarce hold irom telling whom ſhe ſaw (tho? 
alter'd there) J 

But yct at length, my firſt deſign purſu'd 

With words I flatter'd, and with gifts I woo'd? 

All the moſt moving arguments I as'd, 

Oft pray'd, and preſt, but was as oft refus'd. 

She ſaid another had before ingroſs'd 

All her affections, and my ſuit was loſt. 

Would any but a mad-man further try? 

But ah! that mad, that deſp'rate fool was J. 1 

f 


I grew the more induſtrious to deſtroy 

Her matchleſs truth, and ruin all my joy. 
Redoubled preſents, and redoubled vows, « 
1 made, and offer'd to betray my ſpoute, 
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At laſt, her ſtagg'ring faith began to yield, 

And I'd juit won the long diſputed field. 

Thy falſehood ſtreight I cry'd too late I ſee ; 

Falſe to thy Cephalus, for I am he. 

Since you are perjur'd, ſince my Precris grew 

Forſworn and falſe, what woman can be true? 

She, at theſe words, almoſt of ſenſe bereav'd, 

With ſad confuſion found herſelf deceiv'd. 

Fix'd on the ground, ſhe kept her downcaſt eye, 

And ſilence with her ſhame made no reply, 

But to the mountains like a huntreſs hies, 

And for my ſake from all mankind ſhe flies. 

Which when I found, abandon'd and alone, 

My dearer half thro' my own folly gone; 

Love fiercer than before began to burn, 

Till J was raging for my wife's return. 

My pray*rs diſpatch'd with eagerneſs and haſte 

That ſhe would pardon all offences paſt ; | 

Found her as kind as ſhe was truly chaſte. ; 

She came and crown'd my joys a ſecond time; 

Forgot my jealouſy, forgave my crime. 

"Twas then I thought my greateſt miſeries o'er, 

But fate it ſeems had worſe, far worſe in ſtore, 

Soon as each early ſun began to riſe, 

To glad th' enlighten'd earth, and gild the ſkies, 

I with his firſt appearance riſe, and trace. 

The woods, and hills, that yielded game to chaſe 

Alone I hunt, a long and tedious way, 

And ſeldom fail to kill ſufficient prey. 

Then ſpent with toil, to cooler ſhades retreat, 

And ſeek a refuge from the ſcorching heat, 

Where pleaſant valleys breathe a freer air, . 

For my refreſhment I addreſs this prayer, 

Come, air, I cry, joy of o'er-labour'd ſwains, 

Come, and diffuſe thyſelf thro? all my veins ; 
Breathe 


The HISTORT of LovE, 47 


Breathe on my burning lips, and fev*riſh breaſt, 

And reign at large an ever-grateful gueſt, 

Glide to my ſoul, and ev'ry vital part, 

Diſtil thyſelf upon my panting heart. 

By chance I other blandiſhments beſtow, 

Or deſtiny decreed it ſhould be ſo: 

As, O thou greateſt pleaſure of the plains, 

Thou who aſſwageſt all my raging pains ; 

Thou, who doſt nature's richeſt ſweets excite, 

And mak'ſt me in the deſart woods delight: 

Breathleſs, and dead without thee ſhould I be, 

For all the life I have, I draw from thee. 

M hile thus I ſung, ſome one who chanc'd to hear, 

Thoughther a nymph, to whom ] mademy rng 

And told my Precris of her rival air. 

She, kind, good ſoul, half dying at the news, 

Would now condemn me, now again excuſe, 

Now hopes 'tis all a falſehood, now the fears; 

Suſpects my faith as I ſuſpected hers. 

Reſolv'd, at laſt to truſt no buſy tongue, 

But be herſelf the witneſs of her wrong ; 

When the next day with fatal haſte came on, 

And I was to my lov'd diverſion gone, 

She roſe and ſought the ſolitary ſhade, 

Where, after hunting, - was daily laid, 

Cloſe in a thicket undiſcern'd ſhe ſtood, 

When took ſhelter in the ſhady wood. 

Then ſtretching on the graſs my fainting weight, 

Come much-lov'd air, cry'd, oh! come, abate- 

With thy ſweet breath, this moſt immòd'rate ns 

On this a ſudden noiſe invades my ear, 

And ruſtling boughs ſhew'd ſomething living there, 

I raſhly thinking it ſome ſavage beaſt, 

Threw my unerring, dart with heedleſs haſte, 

Which pierc'd, O gods! my Precr is thro? the breait >. 
She 
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She at the wound, with fearful ſhrieking fell, 
And I alas ! knew the dear voice too well. 
Thither diſtrated with my grief I flew, 

To give my dying love a ſad adieu. 

All bloody was her lately ſnowy breaſt, 

Her ſoul was haſtening to eternal reſt. 

With rage I tore my robe, which cloſe I bound, 
To ſtop the blood, about the gaping wound. 
What pardons did I beg? what curſes frame, 
For my damn'd fate that was alone to blame ? 
When weakly raiſing up her dying head, 

With a faint voice, theſe few ſad words ſhe ſaid. 
% Draw nearer yet, dear author of my death, 
Hear my laſt ſighs, and ſnatch my parting breath, 
«© Rut ere | die, by all that's ſacred ſwear, 

« That you will never let my rival air, 

© Prophane my bed, or find reception there. 5 
& This conjure you by your nuptial vow ; 

« The faith you gave me then, renew me now. 
« By all your love, if any love remain, 

«© And by that love which dying | retain. 

« A ſſure me but of this before ! go, 


* And I ſhall bleſs thee for the fatal blow.“ 


To her ſad ſpeech abruptly I reply'd, 
In haſte to ſhew her error ere ſhe dy'd, 

uickly | ran the tragic ftory o'er, 
Which made her pleas'd, amidſt the pangs ſhe bore 
That done, ſhe rolls in death her dizzy eyes, 


And with a ſigh, which | receiv'd, ſhe dies. 


Here did the youth his dolefu! tale conclude, 
A tale too doleful to be long purſu'd. 
But this ill-choſen inſtance will not do, 


Unleſs my Delta could be jealous too. 
| 2 But 
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But ſhe, whene'er I woo ſome other fair, 
Shews no reſentment, and betrays no care. 
She ſees me court another, as unmov'd, 

As ſhe has always ſeen herſelf b-lov'd. 

That dreadful thought redoubles all my ſear, 


That drowns my hopes, and drives me to deſpair, 


DEASFALTR 


No foreign inſtance need of this be ſhewn, 
To draw it beft, I muſt deſcribe my own. 
Tho? of this kind all ages can produce 
Examples proper for the mourning muſe ; 
Yet all to me muſt the firſt place reſign, 
None ever was fo jult, ſo deep as mine. 
All day and night I fing, and all day long, 
I love, and I d-/parr, makes all my ſong. 
Revolving days the ſame ſad mutic hear, 
Unchang'd theſe notes, 7 /zve, and { def air. 
To me, as to the echo, fate affords 
No pow'r of ſpeech but for thoſe doleful wo: Us. 


Some glimpfe of ſun, ſome chearſul beams ab pear 
oO r , 4 t 


Ev*n thro' the gloomieſt ſeaſon of the year. 
My clouded life admits no dawn of light, 
No ray can pierce thro' my eternal u: 1 1 
All there is diſmal as the {hades beneath, 
And all is dark as hell, as ſad as death. 
My anxious hours rol l heav ty away, 
Depriv'd of ſleep by night, and peace by day. 
My foul no reſpite from her ſoft” rings knows, 
And ſees no end of her eternal woes. 

In a long line they run tor ever on, 

And ſtill increaſe, and lengthen as they runs 
By iuglt to loſe my ills in vain I try, 

From my deſpairing ſelf I cannot . 

Where e'er J go, I bear about my fl ame, 

In cities, countries, ſcas, 'tis all the ſame. 
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Scorch'd with my burning pains, I ſhun my houſe, 
And itrive in open air to ſeek repoſe. 

My flames, like torches, ſhook in open air, 
Grow with dilated heat, more furious there. 
Now to the more retir'd, remoteſt place, 

Ev*n to obſcurity I fly for eaſe. 

Retirement ſtill foments the raging fire, 

And trees, and fields, and floods, and verſe conſpire 
To ſpread the flame and heighten the deſire. 
Wildly I range the woods, and trace the groves, 
To every oak I tell my hopeleſs loves. 

Torn by my paſlion, to the earth i fall, 

I kneel to all the gods, I pray to all. 

Nothing but echo anſwers to my pray'r. 

And the ſpeaks nothing, but ir, deſpair. 
From woods and wilds 1 no relief receive, 

But wander on to try what. ſeas can give. 

Deep thro? the tide, nor knowing where, I walk; 
To the deaf winds, not knowing what, I talk. 
Mad as the foaming main, aloud J rave, 

While ev'ry tear keeps time with ev'ry wave. 
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77e PASSION of 
"SCYLL A ron MINOS. 


FROM THE 


Eighth Book of OY TD's Metamorphs/es, 


A Tower with ſounding walls erected ſtands, 
The ſacred fabric of :1/-'s hands. 

His harp laid by, the ſtrings their airs diſpenſe, 

And yocal ſtones receiv'd their virtue thence, 


This 
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This Scy/la, in the time of peace, aſcends, 
And thence her look o'er ali the lawn extends; 
Now with delight {he views the ſpacious town, ? | 


Now, pleas'd with dropping little pebbies down, 

Strikes a ſweet muſic from the warbling ſtone. 

In times of wars the ſelf ſame proſpect yields, | 

The plealing horror of the bloody fields; 

Long had they now in equal balance hung, 

And doubtful victory depended long. | 

This gave her leiſure to diſcern and know 

Ihe leveral leaders of the neighbouring foe, 

Muse, their general, mo{t of all the knew, | 

Move than a virtuous virgin ought to do. | 

Whether his helmet glit: er'd from afar, 

And with its waving feathers thr eatred war ; 

Whether his hands, the ſhining ſword would wield, 

On his ſtrong arm raiſe his refulgent ſhield ; 

Whate'er ihe faw him do, ſhe prais'd and lov'd, 

And kept him ſtill in view, where e'er he mov'd. | 

When e'er he ſhook a ſpear, or caſt a dart, 

She knew not which excell'd, his ſtrength or art, | 

When e'er he drew a ſhaft, he'd ſwear, that ſo | 

Ev'n Pheys would himſelf diſcharge his bow. | 

But when his naked viſage he diſclos'd, 4 

His charming face to public view expos'd ; ie 
| 


When on his foaming horſe he rode the plains, 
Ruling with {ſkilful hands, the ſtubborn reins ; 
Then like tempeſtuous ſeas her paſſions roll 
Mad her ſick brain, and rack her troubled ſoul, 
Happy, ſhe calls the courſer which he preſs d; 
Happy, the lance he couch'd within his veſt ; £ 
Happy, the vamplate that fecur'd his breaſt, 
Now would ſhe think of flying to the foe, 
And would have gone, had ſhe a way to go. | 
Now, headlong from the tower herſelf have ſent, 
And ventur'd life, to reach her lover's tent, 

E 2 Open 
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Open the brazen gates, when love inſpir'd, 

Or act what e'er the foe ſhe lov'd deſir'd. 

Silent the ſat with a diſtraQed look, 

Dill paition gave her leave, and then ſhe ſpoke, 
In this unhappy war, and fatal ſtrife, 

I know not which to yield to, joy or grief. 

FRE 'tis ray fate to love my country's foe, 

had not ſeen him, had he not been ſo. 

Yet might they let their fierce contention fall, 

And making 1 :eace, make me the pledge for all. 

/il.n;s and l once join d, our wars might ccalc, 

And that alliance fix a laſting peace. 

Well might our mother's charms a god ſubdue, 

If ever the could charm dear ny mph like you. 

Happy ! thrice happy had I wings to fly 

To youget tents, where the loy* 4 foe — lie. 

Ill tell the dear diſturber of my ett, 

All that I feel, could it be all 2 8˙d, 

And pour my ſou] into the cliarimer's br caſt. 

Give ail | can to make him once hy oWn, 

All he would aſk, all, - but my father's crown. 


This love hall ccaſe "theſe fierce defires {hall die 
9 3 


er I by treachery my with enjoy. 

Yet when a generous foe u y the field, 
It is not ſafeſt to reſiſt, but yield. 

The tragic deſtiny of his darling ſon, 

Has brought t at laſt theſe fatal ider on. 
In a juſt c auſe his ve engeful {word he draws, 
Strong 15 his army to maintain his cat ule. 
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Needs muſt my charming hero proſperous prove, 


"Then let him owe his conqueſts to my love. 


Thus thouſands muſt be ſav'd who elſe muſt bleed, 


And daily periſh, if the wars proceed. 
/Minos will thou be ſafe, and JI be bleſt; 
Elſe he may chance to periſh with the reſt, 


Some 
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Some raſh unknowing hand his ſpear may dart 
Againſt my too, too vent'rous hero's heart. 

For who, without concern, his wounds could ſee ? 
Or who would wound him, if he knew "twas he? 
Tis then reſolv'd; leſt ſuch a chance ſhould fall 
On him I love ſo well, I'll hazard all. 

My country, and myſelf, one gift I'll join, 

And make the merit of his conqueſt mine, 

To will is nothing, when we can't fulfil, 

For wretched want of power, the things we will. 
The gates are kept with a ſufficient guard, 

And ev'ry night my father ſees them barr'd. 

Tis he deſtroys my bliſs ; 'tis him | fear; 
Would he were with the dead, or I were there, 
Might I (not inj'ring him) my bliſs purſue ? 
Indulgent gods | but why invok'd 1 you? 

We our own gods, have power ourſelves to bleſs, 
And from ourſelves derive our own ſucceſs, 

The only way to proſper 1s to dare, 

For fortune liſtens not to lazy prayer. 

Others enflam'd with ſuch a fierce deſire, 

Have forc'd thro? all, to quench their raging fire, 
Shall any other then more reſ'lute prove? 

Turo' fire and ſword, I'Il force my way to love. 
Yet to aſſiſt me here, [ need not call 

For fire, or ſword; my father's heir 1s all. 

That, that muſt crown my joys and make me bleſt, s 


0 
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NC 


Beyond whatever elſe can be poſſeſt, 
Beyond what can be by my words expreſt, 
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PASTORAL ELEGY 


ON THE 


DEATH Or DEZA. 


Juam referent M.ſee, vivet, dum rebora tellu f, 
Dum calum ſlellut, dum vcbet amnis aquas, 


T izvius, 
Darunrs and TurRsis. 


Thy. SD wretched ſwain, lie here, and here lament; 
Preſs not too far your ſtrength, already ſpent. 


Long has diſtracting ſorrow made me rove 
Thro' ev'ry deſart plain and diſmal grove, c 
Still ſilent with exceſs of grief, and love. 3 


Feebly your trembling legs beneath you go, 
And bend, o'er burden'd with the load of woe. 
Stay, and this melancholy grotto chuſe, 

A proper manſion for a mourning muſe. 

Lay your tir'd limbs extended on the moſs, 
And tell the liſt ning woods of Helia's loſs : 
Here, the ſad muſe need no diſturbance fear, 
For not a living thing inhabits here. 

Muſic may. give your ſorrows ſome relief, 


And J, by liſt'ning to you, ſhare your grief. 


Daph, What muſic now can my ſad numbers boaſt? 
What muſe invoke? alas! my muſe is loft. 
Long fince my uſeleſs pipe was thrown aſide, 
My reeds were broke that hour that Oelia dy'd. 
7 her alone their inſpiration came, 
She gave the verſe, and was the verſe's theme, 


For 
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For ever ſhould my ſorrows keep me dumb, 
Silent as death, and huſh'd as HDelia's tomb; 
Did not the force of love unlock my tongue, 
Leit her dear beauties did remain unſung, 

Her charms let ev'ry muſe conſpire to tell, 
And that once done, let ev'ry mule farewel. 
This the laſt tribute of my verſe ! bring, 

* To ling her death, and then no more to ling.” 


Be ſtill ye winds, or in ſoft whiſpers blow, 
Ye purling ſtreams, with gentle murmurs flow : 0 
Let lambs forbear to bleat, and herds to low. 

Let all in eaſy mournful numbers move, 

Let all be ſoft and artleſs as my love. 


Oh! ſhe was ev'ry way divinely fair, 
Charming in perſon, and in foul ſincere. 
She was, alas! more than the muſe can tell, 
Well worthy love, and was belov'd as well. 
She was, alas! tlieſe tears that ſaying draws, 
Oh! 'tis a cruel, killing word; ſhe was. 
Now the no more muſt tread the flow'ry plains, 
No more be gaz'd at by admiring {ſwans : 
No more, the choiceſt flowers, and daiſies chuſe, 
Or pluck the paſture for her tender ewes, 
Say, ye poor flocks, how often have ye ſtood ; 
And from her lovely hands receiv'd your food; 


Now ye no more from thoſe fair hands muſt feaſt, 


Thoſe hands, which gave the flowers a ſweeter taſte, 
Mourn her, by whom ye were ſo often fed, 

And cry with me, the ſhepherdeſs is dead. 

« This the laſt tribute of my verſe I bring, 

Jo ſing her death, and then no more to ing.” 


Weep for her loſs, relenting heav'n and keep 
Time with our tears; heav'n ſeems apace to weep, 
In murm'ring drops the mournful ram diſtills, 
And ſable clouds warp round the ſides of hills. 
The goat forbears to browze, the teuder ewe 


Will drink no longer of the falling dew ; N 
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No morning larks their mounting wings diſplay, 
Or chear with warbling airs the duſky day. 

On dropping boughs ſad nightingales complain, 
Join in my ſongs, but ling like me, in vain, 

In doleful notes the murm'ring turtles coo, 
Each of them ſeems t' have loſt a Lelin too. 
The melting air in miſts its ſorrow ſhews, 

And cold damp ſweat the face of earth bedews. 
With tears the river-gods enlarge their ſpring. 
Swans in fad ſtrains on ſw elling waters ſing. 

In ſighs the god of winds his paſſion vents, 
And all, all nature, for her loſs laments. 

« This the laſt tribute of my verſe I bring, 

* To ling her death, and then no more to ſing.” 


My eyes on hers, and hers upon the ſtreams, 

Has ſhe ſtood liſt'ning, when I told my flames? 
How often has a ſudden, fide lon 5 look, 

Seem'd to confeſs her pity When ſpoke? 

Pity ſhe had, though 1 cou'd never move, 

In her cold breaſt, the leaſt return of love. 

Pity from her, more welcome did receive, 

Than all the love another ſair could give. 

And it was ſome, ſome ſmall relief, to ſee 

She lov'd not others, tho? ſhe lov'd not me. 

Say, gentle James, how often have | ſtood, 
Viewing her dear reflection in your flood ? 

V. hen on her face I durſt not gaze for fear; 

How often have I look'd, and lound it there? 
How often have I wiſh'd my verſe might prove 
Smooth as your ſtream, whene'er i write of love? 
Say, how your courteous waves would never flow 
O'er any path where the was us'd to go. 


Now let your river, like my eyes, run o'er, c 


How often on the banks of ſilver Thomes, 5 


Inſult with ſuller tides the deſart ſhore, 


Anddrown thoſe banks, where Delia walks no more. 
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* This the laſt tribute of my verſe I bring, 
% To ſing her death, and then no more to ling.” 


But violets, and bluſhing roſes fade, a 
Fold your ſilk leaves, and hang your drooping head 
Shut up your ſweets, and ſeem, like Helia, dead, 
Let ſpring run backwards, and the vintage blaſt, 
Let conſtant ſhowers lay all the country waſte, 
Let flames unto the centre downwards tend, 

And let the floods, untoſs'd by winds, aſcend. 
Let all things change, and wear another face, 
Let nature not appear the ſame ſhe was. 
Let fowl to dwell beneath the water try, 
And let the water herd attempt to fly ; 

Let wolves protect the flocks upon the plains, 
Let baſhful virgins woo diſdainful ſwains ; 
Let ſavage death its cruelty purſue ; 

And, ſince my Del:«'s dead, let me die too. 
„This the laſt tribute of my verſe ! bring, 
* 1 ſing her death, and then no more L[ ſing.” 


See where the god of love all ſad appears, 
His ſmoking torch extinguiſh'd with his tears ; 
Well may he weep for his declining power, 
His charms is done fince Delia is no more. 
Thro' her he conquer'd, and thro her he reign'd; 
Her beauties his decaying ſway ſuſtain'd. 5 
And ſhe now gone, His empire is diſdain d. 


See where Diana, with a ſtately train 
Of goodly nymphs, deſcends upon the plain: 
Each of them weeps, and leans upon her bow, 


e? And mourns her fellow Helia w anting now. 
W The goddeſs grieves to ſee her train decreas d, 
And ſwelling ſighs ſhakes ev'ry virgin breaſt, 
0 Unhurt, they let the ſtags beſide them paſs, 
Nor follow bears that tempt them to the chaſe, 


: In ſeveral forms of woe their grief they vent, 
1125 And all with me for De a's loſs lament, ; 
E 3 © This. 
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This the laſt tribute of my verſe I bring, 
Jo ling her death, and then no more to ſing.” 


I'll go, and on her earth recline my head, #% 
Choak with my ſighs and haſten to the dead. 
Come hither all ye ſwains, with garlands come, 
Pour out your richeſt perfumes on her tomb. 
Let myrtles on her grave unplanted grow, 

In ready wreaths for ev'ry lovers brow. 

Let flowers, unknowry before, be daily ſeen 

To raiſe their heads above the ſpacious green. 
Millions of blooming ſweets her earth ſurround, 
And balmy gums diſtil upon the ground. 

Here let the tuneful muſe for ever ceaſe, 

To give unutterable ſorrow place. 


Look yonder where the lovely nymph is laid, 


Let fighs and ſtreaming tears reſume their courſe, . 


And my ſad eyes be their eternal ſource, 

I'll go and chuſe ſome melancholy cave, 

As undiſturb'd and ſecret as the grave. 

P11 feaſt my eyes with nothing fair on carth, 
Nor ſhall my ears hear any ſound of mirth. 
Fa-wel, ye charming choriſters that dwell 
In ſacred groves; ye warbling birds farewel, 
Adieu ye nymphs, adieu ye fellow ſwains, 


Ye ſilver ſtreams, ſweet ſwans, and flow'ry plain; 


Farewel all happy days and ſmiling hours, 
Refreſhing yallics and dehghtful bow'rs, 
Adieu to ev'ry grotto, ev'ry grove, 

Adieu to poctry, adieu to love. 
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